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The Dedicati on. 


af them to the Publick ; 
but the Town's Opinion 

of them will be raiſed, 
when it ſees them ad- 
dreſs'd to Mr. Congreve. 
If the Patron is but known 
to have'a Taſte for what 
is preſented to him, it 
gives an hopeful Idea of 
the Work; how much 
more, when he is an ac- 
knowledg d Maſter of the 
Art he is defired to Fa- 
your : Your juſt Succeſs 
x 


e Dedication: 


in . various Parts of 
Poetry, will make Your 
Approbation of the fol- 


lowing Sheets a Favour #? 


to many Ingenious Gen- 
tlemen, whoſe Modeſty 
wants the Sanction of 
ſuch an Authority. Men 
of your Talents oblige J 
the World, when they 
are ſtudious to produce 
in others the Similitude 
of their Excellencies. 


Your great Diſcerning in 
A4 diſtin- 7 
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diſtinguiſhing the Chara- 
| Rters of Mankind, which 
is manifeſted in Your 
Comedies, renders Your 1 
good Opinion a juft 
Foundation for the E- 
ſteem of other Men. I 
know, indeed, no Argu- 
ment againſt theſe Colle- 
ctions, in Compariſon of 

any other Tonſon has here- 

tofore Printed ; but that 

| there are in it no Verſes 
1 of Yours : That gentle, 
. BY tree, 


The Dedic cati on. 


- Sigh and caſie* Faculty, g 
which alſo in Songs, 
and ſhort Poems, You 
poſſeſs above all others, 
diſtinguiſhes it {elf where 
ever it appears. I cannot 
but inſtance Your inimit- 
able DORIS, which ex- 
cels, for Politeneſs, fine 
Raillery, and courtly Sa- 
tyr, any Thing we can 
meet with in any Lan- 


guage. 
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7 be Dudens On. 


Give me leave to tell 
You, that when I conſi- 
der Your Capacity this 
Way, I cannot enough 
Applaud the Goodneſs of 
your Mind, that has gi- 
ven ſo few Examples of 
_ theſe Severities, under the 
Temptation of 10 great 
Applauſe, as the ilbna 
tured World beſtows on 
them , tho' addreſſed with- 
out any Mixture of your | 
Delicacy. 


& 
3 


Th be. enn, 


wy cannot leave my Fa- 
vourite DORIS, with- 
out taking Notice how 
much that ſhort Perfor- 
mance diſcovers a True 
| Knowledge of Life. DO- 
RIS. is the Character of 
a. Libertine Woman of 
Condition, and the Sa- 
tyr is work. d up accord- 
ingly: For People of | 
Quality are ſeldom touch- | 
ed with any Repreſenta- | 
tion of their Vices, but 
1 


them Ridiculous. © . 
As much as I Reems 
You for Your Excellent 
Writings, by which You 
are an Honour to our 
Nation; - chuſe rather, 
as one that has s- paſſed 
_—_ Happy Homes with 
You, to celebrate that 
hc  Condeſcenſion of 
Mind, and Command of 
a pleaſant Imagination, 


which give You the un- 
= common 
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biighteſt Sallies of Ima: 


gination. _ 
The Reflection upon 


this moſt equal, amiable, 
and correct Behaviour, 


mech: can be obſerved 
only by your intimate Ac- 


quaintance, has quite di- 


verted me from acknow- 
ledging your ſeveral Ex- 
cellencies as a Writer; 


but to dwell particularly 
on thoſe Subjects, would 


Effect 


upon 


have no wo gooc 
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upon the following Per- 
formances of my Self and 
Friends: Thus I confeſs 
to You, your Modeſty is 


ſpared only by my Vani- 
ty, and yet I Hope You 
will give me leave to in- 


dulge it yet further, in 
telling all the World, 1 
am, with great Truth, . 


S1R, 


Tour moſt Obedient, and 
moſt Humble Servant, h 


RICHARD STEELE, 
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PROLOGUE, 
From CHAUCER 


22Ehvld the Woes of Matrimonial Life, 5 

And hear with Revrence an erperiene d 
Wife! 

To dear- b ought Wiſdom give the Credit 
due, Fo, 

d think, for once, a Woman tells you true. 

In all thefe Tryals 1 have born a Part; 

I was my felf the Scourge that caus'd the Smart; "Ny 

For, ſince Fifteen, in Triumph have 1 led Wo 

Five c Husbands from the Church to Bed. 

5 2 ch | 
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Erin — a Wedding once, the Rane 7 
And faw but one, tis thought, in all his Days; 
Whence ſome infer, whoſe Conſcience i is too 1 nice, , 
No pou” Chriſtian ought to marry twice. 


1 


| But let them read, and ſolve me, if they can, 
The Words addreſt to the Samaritan: | 
Five times in lawful Wedlock ſhe Was join'dy 
And ſure the certain'Stint was ne'er defin'd. 


Encreaſe and multiply was Heav'n's Command, 
And that's a Text I clearly underſtand. - 
| This too, Let Men their Sires and Mothers leave, | > 
And to their dearer Wives fer ever cleave, ; 
More Wives than one by Solomon were try d, 
Or elſe the Wiſeſt of Mankind's bely'd. 

I've had, my ſelf, full many a merry Fit, 
And truſt | in Heay' n I may haye many yet. 
For when my tranſitory Spouſe, unkind 


Shall die, and leaye his woful Wife. behind, 
I'll take the next good Chriſtian 1 can find, 


Paul, ane One cowd. never ferve —_ Turn, 
Declar'd twas better far to Wed, than Burn; 82 
There's Danger i in aſſembling Bier and Tope a:! 
1 grant em that, and what it means you nom. > © 
„ : The 
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The ſame Apoſtle too has elſewhere 1 n 
No Precept for Virginity he found? ee 
'Tis but a Counſel —— and we Women Rill | 


Take which we like, the Counſel,” or our Will. 


I Envy not their Bliſs, if He or She 
Think fit to live in perfect Chaſtity, 
Pure let them be, and free from Taint of Vice; 
I, for a few ſlight Spots, am not ſo nice. 
Heav'n calls us different Ways, on theſe beftows 
One proper Gift, another grants to thoſe 


Not ev'ry Man's oblig'd: to ſell his Store, oe i Il 


And give up all his Subſtance to the Poor 
Such as are perfect, may, I can't deny; 5 


Full 1 a Saint, Goon firſt "Y World n 
Liv'd an unſpotted Maid in ſpite of Man: | 
Let ſuch (a God's Name) with fire Wheat be fed, 
And let us honeſt Wives eat Barley Bread, 

For me, I'll keep the Poſt aſſign'd by Heav'n, 
And uſe the copious Talent it has giv'n; 


2 — : 


Let my good Spouſe pay Tribute, do-me Right, 


And keep an equal Reck'ning ev ry Night; bio 


His proper Body is not his, but mine; + 7 +}, ! 
For ſo faid Panl, and Paul's a ſound Divine, 
B 3 Kno 
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Know then, of rhoſe ſive Husbands 1 have had, 
Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 
The three were Old, but rich and fond beſide, 
| And toil'd moſt piteqully to pleaſe their Bride: 
But ſince their Wealth (the beſt they had) was mine, 
The reſt, without much Loſs, I cou'd reſign. 

Sure to be loy'd, I took no Pains to pleaſe, 
Yet had more Pleaſure far than they had Eaſe. 


Preſents flow'd in apace: With Show'rs of Gold 
They made their Court, like Jupiter of ol d. 3 
If I but ſmil'd, a ſudden Youth: they found, 
And a new Palſie ſeiz'd-them when I frown'd, 


Ye Sov'reign Wives! give Ear, and underſtand; 
Thus ſhall ye ſpeak, and exerciſe Command, 
For never was it giv'n to Mortal Man, 
To lye ſo boldly as we Women can. 
Forſwear the Fact, tho*' ſeen with both his Eyes, 
And call your Maids to Witneſs how he lies. 


Hark old Sir Paul (*twas thus I us'd to fay) | 
Whenee is our Neighbour's Wife ſo rich and gay? 
Treated, careſs'd, where-e'er ſhe's pleas'd'to roam — 
I fit in Tatters, and immur'd at home! | 


Why 


2 er eee 
If I but fee a Couſin or a Friend, 


Cry Wives are falſe, and ev'ry Woman evil, 
If rich, ſhe keeps her Brieft, or Deen 


 Freakiſh When well, and fretful when ſhe's Sick, 


I foul, her Wealth the luſty Lover lures, 


EET * Mm 


Lord! how you ſwell, nl * 
But you reel home, à drunken beaſtly Bear, 5 
Then preach till Midnight in your eaſie Chair; 


And give up all that's . to the Devil. 
if 5 poor * fay) me W hu Rncband'y Purſe; 
If highly born, intolerably vain ; 


Vapours and Pride by turns poſſeſs her Brain : 
Now gayly Mad; now fow'rly Splenatick, 


If fair, then Chaſt ſhe cannot long abide, 


Or elſe her Wit ſome Fool Gallant procures, 

Or elſe ſhe Dances with becoming Grace, 

Or Shape excuſes the Defe&ts of Face. Ing 
There ſwims no Gaoſe fo gray, but, ſoon or Tate, 
She finds fame honeſt Gander for her Mate. 


Horſes (thou ay and Aſſes, Men may . = 
And ſound ſuſpected Veſſels ere they buy, 


B 4 


2)  PorfICat 
But Wives, a random Choice, untry'd they take; 
They dream in Courtſhi ip, but in Wedlock 5 5 


Then, nor till then, the Veil's remov'd away, 
And all the Woman glares in open Day. 


You tell me, to preſerve your Wife's good Grace, 
Your Eyes muſt always languiſn on my Face, 
Your Tongue with conſtant Flatt'ries feed my Ear, 
And tag each Sentence with, My Life! my Dear! 
If, by ſtrange Chance, a modeſt Bluſh be rais'd, 
Be ſure my fine Complexion muſt be prais'd : 
My Garments always muſt be new and gay, + 
And Feaſts till kept upon my Wedding-Day : 
Then muſt my Nurſe be pleas'd, and Fav'rite Maid; 
And endleſs Treats, and endleſs Viſits paid, 
To a long Train of Kindred, Friends, Allies; 
All this thou ſay'ſt, and all thou ſay'ſt are Lies. 


On Jenłin too you caſt a ſquinting Eye; 
What? can our Prentice raiſe your Jealouſie? 
Freſh are his ruddy Cheeks, his Forebead fair, 
And like the burniſh'd Gold his curling Hair. 
But clear that wrinkled Brow, and quit thy Sorrow, + 
I'd fcorn your Prentice, ſhou'd you die to-morrow. 


hy 
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why! are thy: Cheſts all lockt? on what — 
Are not thy Worldly Goods and e en W. 
Sir, Im no Fool: Nor ſhall you, by St. ER | 
Have Goods and. Body to your ſelf alone. UR 
One you ſhall quit -- in ſpight of both your 12 — | 
I heed not, I, the Bolts, the Locks, the Spies. ' 
If you had Wit, you'd ſay, © Go where you ws EL 
Dear Spouſe, I credit not the Tales they tell. 
« Take all the Freedoms of a married Life; 
« I know thee for a _— —_— Wie. 92 9 07 
| 1} 3NOKALY If 22 


Lord! When 3 you have 3 what eel mw care 
How merrily ſoever others fare: 
Tho! all the Day I take and give Delight, f „ick 
Doubt not, ſufficient will be left at Night. 


is but a juſt and rational Deſire, 1. 
To light a . at a N "Im ie. W414 


There's Danger too, you think, in neh Amy 1 
And none can long be modeſt that are gay. | 
The Cat, if you but ſinge her Tabby Skin, 
The Chimney keeps, and fits content within; radT 
But once grown ſleek, will from her Corner run, 
Sport with her Tail, and wanton in the Sun; 

She licks her fair round Face, and frisks n 
To ſhow her Furr, and to be Catrerwaw'd... 1 


B 5 Lo 
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| Lo thus, my Friends, 1 wrought to my Deſires 
Theſe three right Ancient Venerable Sires. _ 
I told em, Thus you ſay, and thus you do 
And told 'em falſe, but Jantin ſwore twas true. 
I, like a Dog, cou'd bite as well as whine; 
And firſt complain'd, whene'er the Guilt was mine. 
I tax'd them oft with Wenching and Amours, 
When their weak Legs ſcarce dragg'd em out of Doors, 
And ſwore the Rambles that I took by Night, 
Were all to ſpy what Damſels they bedight. 
That Colour brought me many Hours of Mirth; 
For all this Wit is giv'n us from our Birth: 
Heav'n gave to Woman the peculiar Grace 
To ſpin, to weep, and cully Human Race. 
By this nice Conduct and this prudent Courſe, 
By Murmuring, Wheedling, Stratagem and Force, 
I ſtill prevail'd, and wou'd be in the right, 
Or Curtain-Lectures made a reſtleſs Night. 
If once my Husband's Arm was o'er my Side, 
What? ſo familiar with your Spouſe ? nn 
1 levied firſt a Tax upon his Need. 
Then let him was a Nicety indeed! 
Let all Mankind this certain Maxim hold, 
Marry who will, our Sex is to be Sold! 
With empty Hands no Taſſels you can lure, 
But fulſom Love for Gain we can endure: 


1 


For Gold we love the Impotene and Old, 155 
And heaye, and pant, and kifs, eee eee 
Yet W thinkeneks; "Curſes oft I mitt, 
Then kiſt again, and chid —— 
Wel, I may make my Will in Peace, and die, 
For not one Word in their Arrears am 1. 

To drop a dear Diſpute I was unable, 
Ev'n tho* the Pope himſelf had fate ar Table 
But when my Point was gain'd, then thus 1 ſpoke, 
10 Billy, my dear! how ſheepiſhly you look? ? 
« Approach, my Spouſe, and let me kiſs thy Cheek; 
Thou ſhouldſt be always thus, reſign'd and meek ! 
„of Job's great Patience ſince ſo oft you preach, ' 
* Well ſhou'd you praiſe, who ſo well can teach. 
« 'Tis ſomething difficult I muſt allow, 

“ But I, my deareſt, will inſtru you how. 

* Great is the Bleſſing of a prudent Wife, 

«© Who puts a Period to Domeſtick Strife! 

One of us two mult rule, and one obey, 

% And ſince in Man right Reaſon bears the Sway, | 
Let that frail Thing, weak Woman, have her way. 
«© The Wives of all our Race have ever rul d 
*« Their tender Husbands, and their Paſſions cool'd. 
** Fye, tis unmanly thus to ligh and groan ; | 
9 What? wou'd you VWs me to. your * alone? 


„ Why 
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Why take me, Love! take all and ey'ry part! 
cc Here's your Revenge! you love it at your Heart, 
« Wou'd I vouchſafe to ſell what Nature gave, 

ee You little think what Cuſtom I cou'd have? 
But ſee! I'm all your own---nay hold---for Shame! 
„What means my Dear—indeed---you are to blame, 


Thus with my firſt three Lords I paſt my Life; 
A very Woman, and a very Wife! wwe r : 
What Sums from theſe firſt Spouſes I cou'd raiſe, | 
Procur'd young Husbands in my riper Days. 
| Tho? paſt my Bloom, not yet decay'd was 1, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a Pye. ” 
In Country Dances moſt I did excell, 

And ſung as ſweet as Evening Philomel. 

To clear my Quail-pipe, and refreſh my Soul, 

Full oft I drain'd the Spicy Nut-brown Bowl 

Of luſcious Wines, that youthful Blood improve, 
And warm the felling Veins to Feats of Love. 
Far 'tis as ſure as Cold ingenders Hail, 

A Liqu'riſh Mouth muſt have a Lech'rous Tail ; 
Wine lets no Lover unrewarded go, 

As all true Gameſters by Experience know. 


But oh good Gods! whene'er a Thought I caſt, ; 
On all the Joys of Youth and Beauty paſt, 


To 
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To find in Pleaſures I have had my Part, 
Still warms. me to the Bottom of my Heart. ny at 
This wicked World was once my dear Delight; 
Now all my Conqueſts, all my Charms, good night? 
The Flour conſum'd, the beſt that now I can 
Is e'en to make my Markets of the Bran. 5 
My fourth dear Spouſe was not exceeding reg 
He kept, twas thought, a private Miſs or two: 
But all that Score I paid As how? you'll a. ; 
Not with my Body, in a filthy nA 
But I ſo dreſt, and danc'd, and drank, and din'd; "7's 
And view'd a Friend, with Eyes ſo very kind, 
As ſtung his Heart, and made his Marrow fry + 
With burning Rage, and frantic Jealouſie. 
His Soul, I hope, enjoys perpetual Glory, - 
For here on Earth I was his Purgatory. | 
Oft, when his Shoe the moſt ſeverely wrung, 
He put on careleſs Airs, and fat and ſung, _ 
How ſore 1 gall'd him, only Heav'n cou'd know, 
And he that felt, and I that caus'd the Woo. 
He dy'd when laſt from Pilgrimage I came, 
With other Gollips, from Jeruſalem, 0 Hen Het . 
And now lies buried underneath a Rood, _ ah: 
Fair to be ſeen, and rear'd of honeſt Wood. 
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A Tomb, indeed, with fewer Sculptures gear d, 
Than that Ma ſolus“ Pious Widow plac'd, 
Or where inſhrin d the great Darius lay 
But Coſt on Graves is meerly thrown away. 
The Pit fill'd up, with Turf we cover'd o'er, / 
So bleſs the good Man's Soul, I ſay no more. 


Now for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laſt and beſt; 
(Kind Heav'n afford him everlaſting Reſt) 
Full hearty was his Love, and I can ſhew 
The Tokens on my Ribs, 'in Black and Blue: 
Yet, with a Knack, my Heart he cou'd have won, 
While yet the Smart was ſhooting in the Bone. 
How quaint an Appetite in Women reigns! 
Free Gifts we fcorn, and love what coſts us Pains: pe 
Let Men avoid us, and on them we leap, 
A glutted Market makes Proviſion cheap. 


In pure good Will 1 took this jovial Spark, 
Of. Oxford he, a moſt egregious Clerk : 
He boarded with a Widow in the Town, 
A trufty Goſſip, one Dame Aliſon. 

Full well the Secrets of my Soul ſhe knew, 
Better than e'er our Pariſh Prieſt cou'd do. 
To her 1 told whateyer did befal; 

Had but my Husband Piſt againſt a Wall, 
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Or done a thing that might have coſt his „ 5: * 

She and my Neice-—and one more worthy Wite 

Had known it all: What moſt he wou'd conceal, 
To theſe I made no Scruple to reveal. Wes. 
Oft has he bluſk'd from Ear to Ear for Shame, 

= That e'er he told a Secret to his Dame. 


11 ſo befell, in Holy Time of Zone, 
That oft a Day I to this Goſſip went; | | | 
{My Husband, thank my Stars, was ont-f Tamas. "- 

From Houſe to Houſe we. rambled up and down, | 

This Clerk, my ſelf, and my good Neighbour Alle, | 
To ſee, be ſeen, to tell, and gather Taler +, 

Viſits to ev'ry Church we daily paid, — * 

And march'd in ev'ry holy Maſquerade, *' 

The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept; 

Not much we faſted, but ſearce ever flept. 

At Sermons too I ſhone in Scarlet gay; & 


The waſting Moth -ne'er ſpoil'd my beſt Array; 
„ eee 1 8 
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"Twas when freſh 1 her early Bloſſoms yields 
The Clerk and I were walking in the Fields, 
e grew ſo intimate, 1 can't tell how, 
I pawn'd my Honour and ingag'd my Vow, 


ns ROUTE Tru 
If eer I laid my Husband in his Urn, | 
That he, and only he, ſhou'd ſerve my Turn. 
We ftrait ſtruck Hands; the Bargain was agreed; 
I ill have ſhifts againſt a Time of Need: 

The Mouſe that always truſts to one poor Hole, 
Can never be a Mouſe of any Soul. 1 5 


1 vow'd, I ſcarce cou'd ſleep ſince firſt I knew him, 
And durſt be ſworn he had Bewitch'd me to him: 
If e'er 1 ſlept, I dream'd of him alone, | 
And Dreams foretel, as Learned Men have ſhown : 
All this 1 ſaid; but Dream, Sirs, I had none. 

1 follow'd but my crafty Crony's Lore, 
Who bid me tell this Lye -—and twenty more. 


Thus Day by Day, and Month by Month we paſt; 
It pleas'd the Lord to take my Spouſe ar laſt! 
I tore my Gown, I ſoil'd my Locks with Duſt, 
And beat my Breaſts, as wretched Widows-—muft. 
Before my Face my Handkerchief I ſpread, 
To hide the Flood of Tears I did not ſhed. 
The good Man's Coffin to the Church was born; 
Around, the Neighbours, and my Clerk too, mourn, 
But as he march'd, good Gods! he ſhow'd a Pair 
Of Legs and Feet, ſo clean, ſo ſtrong, ſo fair! 


of 
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of twenty Winters Age he ſeem'd to be; 

I (to fay truth) was twenty more than he: w 
But vig'rous fill, a lively Buxom Dame, 

And had a wond'rous Gift to quench a Flame,” 

A Conjurer once that deeply cou'd divine, in 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my Sigg. ky 
As the Stars order'd, ſuch my Life has been: 43 
Alas, alas, that ever Love was Sin! | 
Fair Venus gave me Fire and ſprightly Grace, 
And Mars Aſſurance, and a dauntleſs Face. 
By Vertue of this pow'rful Conſtellatioon 
I follow'd always my own Inclin ation. 


_ 


But to my Tale : A Month ſcarce paſt away, 
With Dance and Song we kept the Nuptial Day. 
All I poſſeſs'd 1 gave to his Command, K 
My Goods and Chattels, Mony, Houſe, and Land: 
But oft repented, and repent it ſtill; 7 
He prov'd a Rebel to my Sov'reign Will: | 
| Nay once by Heay'n he ſtruck me on the Face: 
Hear but the Fact, and n ſelves;cha Caſe, 


Stubborn as any Legals was als 
And knew full well to raiſe my Voice on hight 3 
As true a Rambler as I was before, 
And wou'd be fo, in ſpight of all he ſwore, 
; | Me, 


ww 2: PORALEFLT: 
He, againſt this, right ſagely wou'd adviſe, © 
And old Examples ſet before my Eyes, 3 
Tell how the Reman Matrons' led their Life, 
Of Grecchus? Mother, and Duilins* Wife, 
And cloſe the Sermon, as beſeem'd his Wit, 
With ſome grave Sentence out of Holy Writ. 
Oft wor'd he fay, Who builds his Houſe on Sands, 
Pricks his blind Horſe acroſs the Fallow Lands, 
Or lets his Wife abroad with Pilgrims roam, 
Deſerves a Fool's-Cap and long Ears as home. 
All this avail'd not; for whoe'er he be 
That tells my. Faults, I hate him mortally : 
And ſo do Numbers more, I'll boldly fay, 

Men, Women, W Regular and * 


My Spouſe (who was, you know, to — bro 
Accertain Treatiſe oft at Evening read, 
Where divers Anthers (whom the Devi confound 
For all their Lies) were in one Volume bound. 
Falerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, Part; 950! 
_ Chryfppus and Tertullian; Ovid's Art; 
| Solomon's Proverbs, Heloiſa's Loves; - 
And many more than ſure the Church approves.! 
| More Legends were there here, of wicked Wives, 
Than good, in all the Bible and Saint's-Lives.) 


Who 


CEO — * 
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Who drew the Lien Vanquiſh'd ? Twas a Man. 
But cou'd we Women write as Scholars can, 
Men ſhou'd ſtand mark'd with far more Wickedneſs, 
Than all the Sons of Adam cou'd redreſs. 
Love ſeldom haunts the Breaſt where Learning lies, 
And Venus ſets when, Mercury does riſe: 
Thoſe play the Scholars who can't play the Men; 
And uſe that Weapon which they have, their Pen; 

When old, and paſt the Reliſh of Delight, 

Then down they fit, and in their Dotage write, 

That not one Woman keeps her Marriage Vow. 
| (This by the Way, bur to my Purpoſe now.) 


It chane'd my Husband on a Winter's Night 

Read in this Book, aloud, with ſtrange Delight, 
How the firſt Female (as the Scriptures ſhow) 
Brought her own Spoufe and all his Race to Woe, | 
How Sam/on*s Heart falfe Dalilah did move, 
His Strength, his Sight, his Life, were loſt for Love. 

Then how Aleides dy'd, whom Dejanire | 
Wrapt in th'envenom'd Shirt, and ſer on Fire. | 

| How curſt Eryphile her Lord betray'd, 
And the dire Ambuſh Clyremneſtra laid. 

| But what moſt pleas d him was the Cretan Dame. 

And Husband-Bull-Oh monſtrous ! fie, for Shame! 
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He had by Heart the whole Detail of Woe 
Xantippe made her good Man undergo; 
How oft ſhe ſcolded in a Day, he knew, 
How many Piſs- pots on the Sage ſhe threw; _ 
Who took it patiently, and wip'd his Head; *_ 
Rain follows Thunder, that was all he ſaid. | 


He read how Arius to his Friend complain'd 
A fatal Tree was growing in his Land, 
On which three Wives ſucceſſively had twin'd 
A ſliding Nooſe, and waver'd in the Wind. 
Where grows this Plant (reply'd the Friend) oh where} 2 
For better Fruit did never Orchard bear: 
Sive me ſome Slip of this moſt bliſsful Tree, 
And in my Garden planted ſhall it be! 

Then how two Wives their Lord's Peſtruction prove, 
Thro* Hatred one, and one thro' too much Love; 
That for her Husband mix'd a Poys'nous Draught; 
And this for Luſt an am'rous Philtre bought, 

The nimble Juice ſoon ſeiz'd his giddy Head, 
Frantic at N ight, and in the Morning dead. | 


How ſome with Swords their ſleeping Lords have ſlain, 
And ſome haye hammer'd Nails into their Brain, 


And 


% 
1 * 


ih 
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And ſome have drztvs them with a deadly. Porion ; 1 


All this he read, and read with fe Devotion. 

Bo | [frown'd; 
Long ume 1 Abd; and fwel's; and bluſh'd, and 
But when no End of theſe vile Tales I found; N 
When till he read, and laugh'd, and read "gain, 


And half the Night was thus conſum'd in yain 


Provok'd to Vengeance, three large Leaves I tore, - ſh 


And with one Buffet fell'd him on the Floor. | 
With that my Husband in a Fury roſc, 
And down he ſettled me with hearty Blows : 

I groan'd, and lay extended on my Side ; 

Oh thou haſt ſlain me for my Wealth (I cry'd) 

Vet I forgive thee — Take my laſt Embrace, 

He wept, kind Soul! and toop'd to kiſs my Face; 


I took him ſuch a Box as turn'd him blue, - 


Then ſigh'd, and boy LE Alien wy Wed \ mop 4 


But after many a bebe * datt, 
I condeſcended to be pleaz'd at laſt. 
Soon as he ſaid, My Miſtreſs and my Wife, 
Do what you liſt the Term of all your Life : : 
1 took to Heart the Merits of the Cauſe, 
And ſtood content to rule by wholeſome Laws; 


a 
1 
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 *Tyas torn to NEW and condemnꝰd to Flames, 


Pleaſures above, for Tortures felt below: 


_ * — Tas 1 
4 


Receiv d the Reins of Abſolute 6 
With all the Government of Houſe and Land; 
And Empire o 'er his Tongue, and o'er his Hand. 
As for the Volume that revil'd the Dames, | 


Ne ow Heav'n on all my Husbatkds- | Noce; be flow 


That Reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in the Grave, 
And bleſs thoſe Souls my Conduct help'd to ſa ve! 
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B , the Author of the” Anonymous Pearſes 
before Cc Cato, 


N vin ey „ Muſe oils imitate the dae 
Which charm'd the n on Ms verdant 
Plains, 2 1 
Where Pope with 3 net in eundfal 100 A 
Won from n $ Hand Immortal e 3 


The „ ben Phill roſe, 
And call'd Amins from a ſhort Repoſe ; : | 
With cautious Steps they left the Peaceful Bow'r, ET 4 
Both by Appoimmentchoſe the ſilent Wu vun 
To tell in rural Strains their mutual Care, | [ 
And the ſoft Secret of their Breaſts to ſhare, 4 
Securely ſeared near a purling Stream, | 
y Turns they ſung, white Love ſupply'd ahbe Thame. | 

e 96 5902368 

The ſtarry Liphes above are ſcaree expir d, 
And ſcarce the Shades from open-Plains , 1 
The tuneful Latk has havdly —— | W S 
Aud warbling Linnets juſt begin to ſing; 


Nor 


2 
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Nor yet induſtrious Bees their Hives forſake, - 
Nor skim the Fiſh.the Surface of the Lake. 

„ AM Td. r, 

Nor yet the Flowers diſcloſe their various Hus 


But fold their Leaves oppreſs d with hoary Dew, 
Blue Miſts around conceal the neighbouring Hills, 


N 
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And dusky Fogs hang o'er the murmuring Rills; 
While Zephir faintly ſighs among the Trees, 
And moves the Branches with a lazy Breeze. 
No jovial Pipe reſounds along the Plains, 
Safe in their Hamlets ſleep the drowſie Swains. 

2761 B: 8: bi £ Wark; ol 
For me Mirtillo ſighs, the charming Youth 

| Perſuades with ſo much Eloquence and Truth; 
Whene'er he talks, my Flocks unheeded ſtrayx; 
To hear him J could linger out the Day, 
Untir'd 'till Night, till all che Stars were gone, 
Till o'er the Eaſtern Hills the: Moon came on. 

15 eee a2 fk = * 
For me Strandac pines, as full of Truth; 
In ſecret too perhaps I Love the Youth, 

> Yet treat him ill, while with diſſembled Pride 

I mock his Vows, his ſoſt Complaints deride; 

And fly him ſwifter, than a ſportive Fawn... : 

Skips, es! the n * e Q 2 
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| PHILLIS. 
Unpractis'd in the Turns of Female Art, 
My Looks declare the Meaning of my Heart 3 
To own ſo juſt and i innocent a Flame, 5 
Can fix no Blemiſh on a Virgin's Name: 
| When firſt my Lips the tender Truth confeſs'd, 

A thouſand Joys Mirtillo's Eyes expreſs'd. 
EE 

No boaſting Swain ſuch Truths from me fhall hear, 

Such Words ſhall never reach Silvander's Ear. 
With Thisbe once his fayourid Dog I play'd, 
| Which from his Maſter thro' the Woods had ſtray dz 
Still on the Path my watchful Eyes J kept, 1 "of 
When from the Thickets the pleas'd Owner ſtept; 
His ſmiling Looks an inward Joy confeſs'd, 
To find by me the darling Dog careſs d 
Surpriz d, from off my Lap his Dog I threw, 
And ſwift as Lightning thro the Foreſt flew. 
PHIL LIS. 

Whene er Mirtillo's ſportive Kid I find, 
With wreathing Flow'rs his twiſted Horns I bind, 
And fondly ſtroke him in his Maſter's Sight, 
Nor e' er abuſe the harmleſs Thing in ſpight, 
Or chink the guiltleſs Favour worth my Flight. 
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Mirtillo loves, and I his Fancy pleaſe. 
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- AMINTA. 
The Nymphs and Swains Apollo's. Revels grac'd, 
In ſprightly Dances the ſmooth Green they tracd z 
Silvander begg'd I would his Partner ſtand. 
I turn'd, and gave to Corilas my Hand. 
CEE r + - ol 
I to Mirtillo did my Hand refuſe, 
But after that no other Swain would chuſe; ; 
At Cinthia's Revels Hylas ſtrove in vain, 
And Lycidas, the Fayour to obtain. 
_AMINT A. 
A Basket of the fineſt Ruſhes wrought, 
With Jeſs min, Pinks and purple Violets re 
With modeſt Zeal to me Silvander brought. 
His Preſent-I rejected with Diſdain, 2 ite s 
And threw the fragrant Treaſures on the Plain; 
Soon as the Youth retir'd, with wond'rons Care 
I ſearch'd them round, nor wou'd'one Bloſſom ſpare. | 
With ſome in Wreaths my curling Locks I . 
And others nicely in my Boſom placed. 
pP H IZ LIS. 
" Freſh Sprigs of Mirtle oft my Breaſt ern, 
And Roſes gather'd in a dewy Morn; - 
Of all the Gardens flow'ry Riches theſe 
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| AMINT >” 

eleven cold a Secret in my Ear, © a 85 at g 

| Which twice I made Pretences not to : 5 

He nearer drew, invited to the Bliſs, 

And in the am rous Whiſper ſtole a Kiſs; 

My riſing Bluſhes the bold Thief reveal'd, 

Dorinda ſcarce from laughing out with-heldz 

I left the Shepherd, feign'd-my ſelf enrag d, 

Apd with his Rival in Diſcourſe. engag d. 

PHIL LIS. 5 
th yonder Bow'r I fat, when tow'rds the Place 

Mirtillo haſten'd. with a Lover's Pace; 

I feign'd my ſelf to careleſs Sleep hands. 
My Head againſt a moſſie Bank reclin'd; 
Approaching near — Sweet may thy.Slumbers be, 
He ſoftly cry'd, and all thy Dreams of me; 
I laught, nor longer could conceal the Cheat, 
But told the-Am'rous Youth the fond Deceit. 


AMINTA. 3 
Wben i in 7 ecchoing, Vale Silvander, plays, i 
And on his Reed performs the Rural Lays, | 1 
Behind the ſhading Trees I oft retire, ns 


And undiſcoyer'd the ſweet Notes admire; © "| 
But when in publick I his Numbers heard. 
To his, unskilful Egen's I preferr'd, eee L IJ | 
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3 POETICAL 


Tho” with the Swan's expiring Melody 
The Cuckow's tireſom Note as well may vye. 
| P H41.s.4.4 $. | 
Whate'er Mirtillo dictates meets Applauſe, 
His Voice Attention, till as Midnight, draws; _ | 
His Voice more gentle than the Summer's Breeze, 


That mildly whiſpers thro” the waving Trees; 
Soft as the Nightingale's complaining Song, F 


Or murmuring- Currents as they roll along: _ | 
Without Diſguiſe the skilful Youth I praiſe, 
Admire,his Numbers, and repeat his Lays. - 


A N 3 


P I 8 K. 


BV Mr. PHILIPS. 


In Anſwer to a Friend who defired bim to write 
pon the Death of King William. 


April 20, 1702. 


RUST -me, 1 Guin eckld I in Verſe but ſhow 
- What Sorrow I, what Sorrow all Men owe 

To Naſſau's Fate; or could I hope to raiſe 

A Song 9 d to che Monarch's 


Co uld 


MITSCELLANIES. 29 
Could 1 his Merits, or my Grief expreſs, 15 | 
And proper Thoughts in proper Language dreſs :- 
Unbidden ſhould my pious Numbers flow, 
The Tribute of a Heart o'er-charg'd with Woe. 


— — 


But, rather than prophane his Sacred Herſe 
With languid Praiſes and unhallow'd Verſe, 
My Sighs I to my ſelf in Silence keep, 

And inwardly, with ſecret Anguiſh, weep. . 


Let Hallifax's Muſe (he knew him well) 
His Virtues to ſucceeding Ages tell, 
Let him, who ſung the Warrior on the Boyne, 
| (Provoking Dorſet in the Task to join) 
And ſhew'd the Hero more than Man before * 
Let him th' Illuſtrious Mortal's Fate deplore; 
A mournful Theme: While, on raw Pinions, I 
But flutter, and make weak Attempts to fly: . 
Content, if, to divert my vacant Time, 
I can but like fome Love-ſick Foplin Rhyme ; 
To ſome kind-hearted Miſtreſs make my Court, 
And, like a modiſn Wit, in Sonnet ſport.. 


Let others, more ambitious; rack their Brains 
In poliſh'd Sentiments and labour'd Strains : 
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30 6142 
To blooming Phillis I a Song compoſe, | 
And, for a Rhyme, compare her to the Roſe ; 
Then, while my Fancy works, 1 write down Morn, 
To paint the Bluſh that does her Cheek adorn; 
And, when the Whiteneſs of her Skin I ſhow, 7 
With Ecſtaſie bethink my ſelf of Snow. 


Thus, without Pains, 1 tinkle in the Cloſe, 
And ſweeten into Verſe inſi pid Proſe. 


o 
2 


The Country Scraper, when he wakes his Crowd, 
And makes the tortur'd Cat-gut ſqueak aloud, 
I ſee him raviſh'd, and in Tranſport loſt : 


What more, my Friend, can fam'd Corelli boaſt, 
When Harmony her ſelf from Heay'n deſcends, 1 
And on the Artiſt's moving Bow attends 2 


Why then, in making Verſes fhouid 1 ſtrain 
For Wit, and of Apollo beg a Vein? 
Why ſtudy Horace and the Sragyrite ? 
Why cramp my Dulneſs, and in Torment Write? 
Let me tranſgreſs by Nature, not by Rule, 
An artleſs Ideot, not a ſtudy'd Fool; 
A Withers, not a D------s; ſince I aim 
At nothing leſs, in Writing, than a Name. 
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* | 
. FERV AS. » | 


Occaſion'd by the Sight of Mrs. Chetwind's | 
Picture. 


By the Right Honourable the Counteſs of 1 | 


\H1S matchleſs Picture, Jervas, hide, 
Or let it ſtand alone; 
When One does over all preſide, 
The reſt ure vainly ſhown, 


The meaneſt Figures of the Sky, FOUR 

| (Though drawn with handſome Faces, ); 

Are, when their Goddeſſes are by, 
W Nymplis and Graces, 


For ſure, (as Ceſer cholp Aenne 
Tis better to be reckonꝰd : 
The Dulcinaa of ſome Waben, 
| Than in a Court, the Second. 


Then, let this new Campaſpe go, 
Or., if thou' lt not reſign, 


32 PORTICIE 
As thou Apelles' Skill doeſt know, 
So, may his Heart be thine. 


| To Praiſe more equal leave our Choice, 
When we thy Works ſurvey, : 
Nor let each ſighing Breaſt and Voice 
But one Applauſe betray. 5 


Deſign'd for Mr. D- laſt Play. 
Written by ſeveral Hands. 


ROWN Old in Rhyme,. 'twere barbarous to 
G diſcard 5 
| Your perſevering, unexhauſted Bard: 
Damnation follows Death in other Men, 
But your damn'd Poet lives and writes again. 
Th' adventrous Lover is ſucceſsful ſtill, 
Who ſtrives to pleaſe the Fair againſt her Will s 
Be kind, and make him in his Wiſhes eaſie, 
Who in your own Deſpite has ſtrove to pleaſe ye. 
He ſcorn'd to borrow from the Wits of Yore; 
But eyer Writ as none e'er Writ before. 


You 


\ ' 
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You modern Wits, ſhould each Man bring his Claim, 
Have deſperate Debentures on your Fame "as 
And little would be left you, I'm afraid, 
If all your Debts to Greece and Rome were paid- 
From his deep Fund our Author largely draws; _. +. 
| Nor ſinks his Credit lower than it was. 
Tho' Plays for Honour in old Time he made, 
Tis now for better Reaſons to be Paid. 
Believe him, Sirs, h'has known the World too long. 
And ſeen the Death of much Immortal Song. 
He ſays, poor Poets loſt, while Players won, 
As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are undone.. 
| Tho' Tom the Poet writ with Eaſe and Pleaſure,. 
| The Comick Tom abounds: in other Treaſure. - 
Fame is at beſt an unperforming Cheat; N 
But 'tis ſubſtantial Happineſs to Eat-—- . 
Let Eaſe, his laſt Requeſt, be of your giving,. 
Nor . him to be Damn d to get his Living. 


44 | POEZPIOAT 
LOVEs RELIEF. 


Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, 

Y That hourly pin'd, but pin'd in Vain, 
At length the God of Wine addreſt, 

The Refuge of a wounded Breaft. 


Vouchſafe, oh Pow'r, thy healing Aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel Maid; 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 
Fluſh his wan Locks, and chear his Heart, 


Thus to the Jolly God he cry'd; 

And thus the Jolly God reply'd,, 
Give Whining o'er, be brisk and gay, | 
And quaff this ſneaking Form away. 


With dauntleſs Mein approach the Fair; 
The way to Conquer is to Dare. 
The Swain purſu'd the God's Advice; 
The Nymph was now no longer Nice. 


4 


She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind; 
When You grow Daring, We grow Kind: 


Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us Tyrants by their Fear. 


MISCELTLANTES. 
To BELIND A. 


Church the Prayer-Book, and the Fan diſplay d, 
And ſolemn Curt'ſies, ſhew the wily Maid; 

At Plays the leering Looks and wanton Airs, 

And Nods and Smiles, are fondly meant for Snares. 
Alas! vain Charmer, you no Lovers get; 


There you ſeem Hypocrite, and here Coquet.. 


To FLAVIA. 


N ATUR E, in Pity, has Jeong you Shape, 
Elſe how ſhould Mortals Flavia's Chain eſcape? 


Your radiant Af] ped, and your roſie Bloom, 
Without this Form would bring a Gen'ral Doom 3 3 
At once our Ruin and Relief we ſee, 5 

At ſi PEE are Captiyes, and at ſight are Free. 
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\ Ws © 
| NicoLinr's leaving the Stage. 


B EGON, our Nation's Pleaſure and Reproach! 
Britain no more with idle Trills debauch; 
Back to thy own unmanly Ven ce fail, 

Where Luxury and looſe Deſires prevail; 

There thy Emaſculating voice employ, 

'Ant raiſe the Triumphs of the wanton Bor. 
Long, ah! too long the ſoft Enchantment reign'd, 
Seduc'd the Wiſe, and ev'n the Brave enchain'd ; 
Hence with thy Curſt deluding Song! away! 
̃ Shall Eritiſh Freedom thus become thy Prey? 
Freedom, which we ſo. dearly us'd to Prize, 
We ſcorn'd to yield it But to Britiſh Eyes. 
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Aſſiſt ye, Gales; with expeditious Care 
Waft this prepoſt'rous Idol of the Fair; 
, Conſent, ye Fair, and let the Trifler' go, 
Nor bribe with Wiſhes adverſe Winds to blow: 
Nonfenſe grew pleaſing by his Syren Arts, 
And ſtole from Shakeſpear”s ſelf our eaſie Hearts. 
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ENTLE Air, thou Breath of Lovers, 
Vapour from a ſecret Fire, 
Which by Thee it ſelf difcoyers,. 
Ere yet daring to Aſpire, _ 


Softeſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony's refined Part, 

Striking, while thou feem'ſt to Languiſh, 
Full upon the Liſtner's Heat: 


Safeſt Meſſenger of Paſſion. 

Stealing thro' a Crowd of Spies; 

Who conſtrain the outward Faſhion, 
Cloſe the Lips, and watch the Eyes. 

| Shapeleſs Sigh !' we ne'er can ſhow! thee, - 
Fram'd but to aſſault the Ear : 

Yet, ere to their Coſt they know thee, 
Every Nymph may read thee Here. 


The 
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Offers Rewards to find him out; 
In vain would ſet the Captive free, 
He's pleas'd with ſuch a Slavery. 


Te 30th Ode off Ansehens. 


HE Muſes frolickſom and gay 

Caught Cupid as he ſleeping lay, 
With Myrtle Twigs his Hatids they ty'd,. 
And laid him by Cleora” s Side. 


She ſtroak d his Cheeks, and often bret 
The wanton Archer to her Breaſt; 
Then loos'd his Hands. rb Free, The 80 
Yet he refus'd to leave the Maid. 


In vain his Mother hunts ab6ut, 


Cloſe by her Side he watching lies 3 
The Wretch who ſees Cicora dies. 
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HEN Mars the . 

Which Vulcan forg'd for Cupid's Bow; 

What fooliſh Toys afe theſe, he ſaid, | 
How brittle and how —_— AY _—_ * | 


92 


Fir W th Doe a Child . When Rrait 
The little God did one prepare; 
Here try, faid he, if this wants Weight; 
And gave it to the God of War. 
He took the Dart, its Weight he try'd, 
55 While Venus ſmil'd to ſee him caught; 
Here take it back again, he cry d, 
'Tis much more weighty than 1 . 


5 The lle Archer, wanton grown 
To find the God of War ſhew Fear, 
Keep it, ſaid he, and henceforth own _ 


| My Dart wounds deeper than your Spegr. 
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Upon a Company of bad Dancers to * 
Muſict. 


© W ill the Motion wath the Muſick ſuits : 
So Orpheus fidled, and fo danced the Brutes. 


2% v7 


Imitation of a Prench Author. 


By n Hand. 


AN you count the silver Lights 
That deck the Skies, and chear the Nights: 
Or the Leaves that ſtrow the Vales, 

When Groves are ſtript by Winter Gales: : 

Or the Drops that i in the Morn 

Hang with tranf parent Pearl the Thorn. 

Or Bridegroom s Joys, or Miſer's Cares, 
Or Gameſter's Oaths, or Hermit” s Pray'rs : 
Or Envy's Pangs, or Love's Alarms, 

Or Marlbrough's Acts, or ——n's Charms ? 


2 
Soliloquy out of 2 
By rhe ſame. \ 


> OU 'D he whom my diſſembled Rigour grieves, 
But know what Torment to my Soul i it gives; 
He'd find how fondly 1 return his Flame, 
And want my ſelf the Pity he wou'd claim. 
Immortal Gods! why has your Doom decreed 
Two wounded Hearts with equal Pangs ſhou'd bleed ? 


Since that great Law, which your Tribunal guides, 


Has join'd in Love whom Deftiny divides ; 

| Repent you Pow'rs the Injuries you cauſe, 

Or change our Natures, or reform your Laws. 
Unhappy Partner of my killing Pain, . 
Think what I feel the Moment you complain. 
Each Sigh you utter wounds my tend'reſt Part, 
So much my Lips miſ-repreſent my Heart. 
When from your Eyes the falling Drops diſtill, 

| My Vital Blood in every Tear you ſpill : 
And all thoſe mournful Agonies I hear, 

Are but the Eccha's of my own Deſpair. 
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42  POETICAL. 
oy 
A 


w 


OF THE 


'$TORY of CIPPUS_. 


Returning to Rome to Triumph; taken Net, vic 
of by Valerius Maximus. 


Our of the 15th Book o Metmorphoſ, 


The en, Horns ther ſhade his — 

Head, 
His Temples firſt he 4 and with e 
His Touch confirms the Cenfure of his Eyes. 


Strait to the Skies his Horned Front he rears, 
And to the Gods directs theſe Pious Pray'rs, 


If this Portent be proſp'rous, O decree: 
To Rome th' Event; if otherwiſe, to me. 
An Altar then of Turf he haſtes to raiſe, 
Rich Gums in fragrant Exhalations blaze; 

| | The 
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The panting Entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding Fumes pronounce a Myſtery. 
Soon as the Augur ſaw the Holy Fire, 


| And Victims with preſaging Signs expire, 516080 


| To Cippus then he turns his Eyes wich ſpeed, 
And views the Horny Honours of his Head; 
Then cry'd, Hail Conqueror! thy Call obey, 
Thoſe Omens I behold prefage thy Sway. 
Rome waits thy Nod, unwilling to be Free, 

| And owns thy Soy'reign Pow'r as Fate's Decree ! 


# 


He ſald—and Cp, ſtarting at th' Event, 
os in theſe Words ins ion Diſcontent. = 


| Far hence, e this Ececrcon fond; 
And the great Race of Romulus defend. 

Better that I in Exile live abhorr'd, 

Than eber e NaN bond li me Lord. 


This ſpoke, he des wich Leaves his Omen'd Na 


Then Prays, the Senate wore CI: and _ 


If Augurs can \ ſenbefts, a Wretch is come, 

Deſign'd by Deftiny the Bane of Nome. 1 
Two Hotns he has: If e ur withia the Toh; 
Your Liberty and Latian Laws are gone. 
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44 POEgETICAIE 

Your Gates he might have enter'd; but this Arm 
Seiz'd the Uſurper, and with-held the harm. 
Haſte, find the Monſter out, and let him be 
Condemn'd to all the Senate can decree; 

Or ty'd in Chains, or into Exile thrown ; 

Or by the Tyrant's Death prevent your own. 


The Crowd ſuch Murmurs utter as they ſtand, 

As ſwelling Surges breaking on the Strand: 
Or as when gath'ring Gales ſweep o'er ſome Grove, 
And their tall Heads the bending Cedars move. 
Each with Confuſion gaz'd, and then began 

Jo feel his Fellow's Brows, and find the Man, 
Cippus then ſhakes his Garland off, and cries 

The en you want re offer to your _—_— 


The Anxious Throng look'd aan and ; 
All wiſh'd they had not found che Sign they ſought: 
In haſte with Laurel Wreaths his Head they bind; 

Such Honour to ſuch Virtue was aſſign d. 
Then thus the Senate, ------ Hear, O Cippus, hear; 


So Godlike is thy Tutelary Care, 


That ſince in Rome thy ſelf forbids thy Stay, 


For thy Abode thoſe Acres we convey 


— 


The Plough-ſhare can Ts the Labour of a Day.” 


Thou 15 


in Deatiileſs Records thon ſhalt ſtand inroll d, 
And Rome's rich Poſts ſhall ſhine with Horns of Gold. 
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oN TEN TMEN x. 


By Mr. PAR VE L L. 


OVELY laſting Pages of. Mind, 
| Sweet delight of Human Kind, 
Heav'nly born, and bred on high, _ 
| To crown the Eav'rites of the Sky 


| TI 
With more of Happineſs' below, T 241i tit waht; 
Than Victors in a Triumph know: 


Whither, O whither art thou fled, __, 
To lay thy meek contented Head? 

What happy Region doſt-thou pleſe 
| To make the Seat of Calms andEaſe? ' 1 + 


Ambition ſearches all its Sphere 
Of Pomp and State to find thee there. 
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Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the Vales, 
Sees Daizies open, Rivers run, 
And. ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 


6 POET T e 


Encreaſing Avarice wou'd find 

Thy Preſence in its Gold enſhrin'd. 

The bold Adyent'rer ploughs his way ID 
Through Rocks amidſt the foaming Sea 
To gain thy Love, and then perceives 
Thou wer't not in the Rocks and Vaves. 
The ſilent Heart whom Grief aſſails, 


wo 


Amuſing Thought; but learns to know 
That Solitude 's a Nurſe of Woe. 

No real Happineſs is found 

In trailing Purple o'er the Ground: 
Or in a Soul exalted high , 
To range the Circuit of the Sky, 
Convexſe with Stars above, and know 

All Nature in its Forms below; 


The Reſt it ſeeks in ſeeking dies, 


And Doubts at laſt for Knowledge riſe. 


Lovely laſting Peace appear; | 
This World it ſelf, if thou art here; 
Is once again with Eden bleſs'd, 
And Man contains it in his Breaſt, 


* 


"Twas 
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MISCELLANTES. 
"Twas thus, as under Shade 1 ſtood. r A "IN 
1 ſung my Wiſhes to the Wood, woc ba +18 
And, loſt in Thought, no more perceiy' 4 d 


The Branches whiſper as they way'd ; 
It ſeem'd as if the quiet Place 


Confeſs'd. the Preſence of the Grace, 5 : 1 
When thus ſhe ſpoke - Go rule W. Will, 
Bid thy wild Paſſions all be ſtill. 'Y 
Know God ——anid bring thy: Heart to know 1 
The Joys which from Religion flow ; 4 
Then ev'ry Grace ſhall/ prove its Gueſt, | 
And I'll be there to crown. the reſt, 1 
Oh! by yonder Moflie Seat, : | 
In my Hours of ſweet Retreat, | 
Might I thus my Soul employ 1 
With ſenſe of Gratitude and Joy, e 6781 | i 
Rais'd, as Ancient Prophets were, | # 
In heav'nly Viſion, Praiſe, and Pray'r, ' 
Pleaſing all Men, hurting none, Y ö 
Pleas'd and bleſs'd with God alone. 1 
5 | 1 


With all the Colours of Delight, 
While Silver Waters glide along, = . = 
To pleaſe my Ear, and court my Song; 5 x N 


Then, while the Gardens take my Sight, | 3 | 
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I'll life my Voice, and tune my String, 
And Thee, great SOURCE of NATURE, ling, 


The Sun ha walks his airy Way, 
- To light the World, and give the Day; 
The Moon that ſhines with borrow'd Light, | 
The Stars that gild the gloomy Night, cet ; 
The Seas that roll unnumber'd Waves, V 
The Wood that ſpreads its ſhady Leaves, mn 
The Field whoſe Ears conceal the Grain, 


The yellow . Treaſure of the Plain; 


All of theſe, and all I ſee, „ 93294. 113.2 
Wou'd be ſung, and ſung by me. 5 

They ſpeak their Maler as they can, 

But want and ask Tongue of a pon? 


60 earch among your idle Dreams, 
Your buſie or your vain Extreams, | 
And find a Life of equal Bliſs, 170 1 
Or own the next begun in this. 
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By the e fame 2 Had. 
Y Days ere þ been fo wondrous Free) / E 
The little Birds that flie 3 LARGE #3 
With careleſs Eaſe from Tree to Tree, | © 


7 A 


Were but as bleſs'd as I. : 
Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear $428. FA 
Of mine encreas'd their Stream ? 127 Fast bod 
Or ask the flying Gales, if ere 

I lent a Sigh to them? | 


But now my former Days retir 1 | I 
And I'm by Beauty caught, nn e 
The tender Chains of ſweet Deſire 
Are fix'd upon my Thought. 


An eager Hope within my Breaſt 
Does ev'ry Doubt controul, ; 
And charming Nancy ftands confet TG 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 
ol - Ye 


- 


FF "POETICAL. 


| Ye 3 ye twiſting Pines, 

re Swains that haunt the Groye, — 5 
Ye gene Ecchoes, broezy Winds,” ” SS 
Le cloſe Retreats of Love; : | 


With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Peſiga; 


oO teach a young copied u. 
To make Reer. 
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- The very Thought of 8 1 hate, E 
As much as of Deſpair; 


And hardly cover eq. be. . 
Unleſs it be for Be. 
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Tris true, the . in as Mind ; 

Is mix'd with ſoft Difljes;s zj; _ 
Tet while the Fair I loye is kind, | 

I cannot wiſh it Tofe. | 
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Toa vo N Lapx, 


: g 
* Ml 7; * * A # t2 % 1 7 . 
— of I 5 bo — * ; i * LL » * * * . K * vs, - 0 44 A * 


Her Tranſlation of the Sto of Phebus and 
Daphne, from 225 
By the ſame Hand, 
N Phobus Wit (as Ovid faid) * N 
Enchanting Beauty wood ” 
in Daphne Beauty coily fled, 
While vainly Wie on £4 


But when you t trace and Ovid writ, 
A diff rent Turn we view; 

Beauty no longer flies from Wir,” 
Since both are joyn'd i Ton 


* Thos the wondrous change impart; 

| From whence our Lawrels ſpring; 4 
In Numbers fram'd to pleaſe the Heart, | | 
And merit what they ms | 


; 


Methinks thy PrP vga sbade 71. | 7 
Its Wreath preſents to Thee; 6 | 4 
What Daphne owes you as a Maid, 
G jou as a Tre. — 
— ANA. 


* — * 8 
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2 POERTICAL 


/ : 
* 


AN ACREONTICX. 
Zy the ſame Hand. 


3 
AY Bacchus liking Eftcourt's Wine, 
A noble Meal beſpoke; 
And for the Gueſts that were to Dine, 
Brought Comus, Love, and Joke. : 
II. * 
The God near Cupid drew his Chair, 
And Joke near Comus plac'd;. _ 
Thus Wine makes Love forget its Care, 
And Mirth exalts a Feaſt. | 
III. 7 „ 
The more to pleaſe the ſprightly God. 
Each ſweet engaging Grace oi on ror * 
Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, 
And took a Waiter's Place. 
| . 
Then Cupid nam'd at every Glaſs 
A Lady of the Sky; 
While Bacchus ſwore he'd Drink. the Lak. 
And had it * high. 


3 L 


v. 
Fat Comus toſt his Brimmers ah 
And always got the moſt; 
For Joke rook care to fill him more, "2 
When-e*er he miſſ the Toaſt. 
. 
They call'd, and drank at every Touch, | 
Then fill'd, and drank again; 
And if the Gods can take too much, 
Tis ſaid, they did-ſo' then. 
| | VII. 


Free Teſts run all the Table round, 


And with the Wine conſpire, 
(While they by ſly Reflection wound) 
To ſet their Heads on Fire. e 
VIII. 


Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtung, 2 
By reck ning his Deceits; 


And Cupid mock'd his ſtammering Tongue, 
With all his ſtaggering Gaits. 
IX. 
* droll'd on Comus' greedy Ways, 
And Tales without a Jeſt; 
While Comus call'd his witty Plays, : 
But 3 at Beſt. ; 
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MISCELLANIES. 


X. Such 


71 


* 


74 POETICAL. 
1 Ss... | 
Such Talk ſoon ſet 'em all at Odds 
And, had I Homer's Pen, | 
I'd ſing ye, how they drunk, like Gods, 
And how they fought, like Men, 
. XI. 
To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 
Who make em ſoon agree; 
And had the Furies ſelyes been nigh, 
They ſtill were Three to Three. 
* A 
Bacchus appeas'd, rais'd Cufid up, 
And gave him back his Bowz 
But kept ſome Darts to ſtir the Cup 
Where Sack and Sugar flow. 
7. + - 
Joke taking Comus* roſie Crown, 
In Triumph wore the Prize, 


And thrice, in Mirth, he puſht him down; 


As thrice he trove to riſe. 
= 1m 
Then Cupid ſought the Myrtle Grove, 
Where Venus did recline, _ 
And Beauty cloſe embracing Love, . 
They join'd to Rail at Wine. 


XV. And 


MISCEDLANTBS.. 
VW 
And Com Joudly turſidy wi, ' 
Roll'd off to ſome Retreat, TER rg 
Whete boon Gorhpqnigat ure e 4 
| In fat WE State. 
' \ XVI. 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
For one freſh Glaſs prepare; 1 
They Kiss, and are exceeding: n 
And Vow to be lincere. 22311 26 
But part in Tine, Whoeves hear 
This our Inftruttive Seng; 
For tho' ſuck Friendſhips mæy be 2 
ON n ea 2 8 50 ES 
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* POBTICAL. 


PRO L 0 GU E 


To the Univerſity of Oxford. 


Written by Mr. TICKELL. 
Spoken by Mr. cob II. 
HAT Kings henceforth ſhall | Reign, whar 


States be free, | | 
Is fix'd at length by INNA's jut Deve: * 
Whoſe Brows the Muſe's ſacred Wreath ſhall fit? 
Is left to you, the Arbiters of Wit. i 
With beating Hearts the Rival Poets wait, | | 
Till you, Athenians, ſhall decide their Fate; 
Secure, when to theſe Learned Seats they come, 
Of equal Judgment, and Impartial Doom. | 


Poor is the Player's Fame, whoſe whole Renown 
Is but the Praiſe of a Capricious Town ; ; 
While with Mock-Ma jeſty, and fancy'd Pow! 5 
He ſtruts in Robes, the Monarch of an Hour. 
Oft wide of Nature muſt he act a Part, | 
Make Love in Tropes, in Bombaſt break his Heart; 
In Turn and Simile reſign his Breath, 
And — and Quibble in the Pangs of Death. 
Ve 


MISCELLANIES. 7 
We bluſh, when Plays like theſe receive Applauſes | 
And Laugh, in ſecret, at the Tears'we:cauſe;* 
Vith honeſt Scorn our own Succeſs diſdain, 
A worthleſs Honour, and inglorious Gain. 


No trifling Scenes at Oxford ſhall appear; 

Well, what We bluſh to Act, may You-to Hear. 

To you our fam'd, our Standard Plays we bring, 

The: Work of Poets, whom you taught to ſing: 

' Tho'crown'd with Fame, they dare not think i it Due, 

Nor take the Laurel till beſtow'd by you. 

Great Cato's ſelf, the Glory of the Stage, 

Who charms, corrects, exalts, and fires the Age, 

Begs here he may be tty' d by Reman Laws; = 

To you, O Fathers, he ſubmits his Cauſe; 

He reſts not-in the People's Gen'ral Voice, | 

Till you, the Senate, have 3 his Choice. 

| Fine is the Secret, delicate the FER 

To wind the Paſſions, and command the Hear, 3 * 

For fancy'd Ills to force our Tears to flow, 

And make the gen'rous Soul in love with Woez | 

To raiſe the Shades of Heroes to our View, 

Rebuild fall'n Empires, and old Time renew. 

How hard the Task ! how rare the godlike Rage! 4 

None * preſume to dictate for the stage, 14 
M2. But 
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Buy ſuch as boaſſ n ul 
Enrich'd, by Nature, and by Art refin'd;, 
Who from the Antient Stores their — 
And taſted Farly ob the Muſe's Spring. 
May none pretend upon her Throne to ſi it, .- 
But ſuch, as; ſprung from Jou, are Born to Wit 4 
Chog'n by the bunt their lawleſs claim we fight's | 
Yours is che OI | | TITS 
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MART, — France 

_ | 

char by BRANDON, 
Dux of Suffolk. 


The Princeſs. Mary, Henry, the- VIllttes . 
Siſter, being in Love with the Duke of Suffolk, 


wat, for public Reaſons, Married to Lewis the EL 


XIIth of France, who dried in Six Minths after. 
T he, Queen beiug again at Liberty, writes ther fol. 
towing Epiſtle to * Dake of- Suffalk,, her 2 


Lover. 
5 ET Gee delt Linezmy n ebe een 
And tell Thee what J ſuffer: by thy Seay... 
Did Seas: di vide Us, this might well excuſe: 
Thy Negligence, and my: fund: Heart abuſe. 
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MISCEELANIBS. 


But Calais: Gwen che: t Strand is Cm, 
A gentle Current only rolls berween 

Nor needs my Sub, like — — r 

A preſent Death in ew'ry breaking Wave, 
When, guided ody by a glinn'ring L, 
He croſs'd' che ſtormy Helleſponr by Night, = 
Tall Ships, with flying Sails and lab'ring Oars, | 
Attend to land Thee on the Gallze Shoars. 
But thou art chang'd; chat Ardor is Rs 
| Which once thy Wiſhes with Imparience fir dg 
1 When Sa voy's blooning Ditcheſs ſtrove in vainy 

From Me the Conqueſt of thy Heart to * 
Invited by great Henrys martial Fame, 
The haughty Princeſs, wir her Brother, came 
To compliment the King for Tourney gain'ds; 
Whete, in à richt Pavilion enttertdi'dþ : 
Thy noble Form th”utiytarded Fa rn —_— {268 i 


Nor were her tender Inn 3: b 
| Whatever Flat ry, Love, or wahtem Arr” 1 
Could do, fie practis d to ſeduee arne. 7 
Great Antony, by ſuck Anurements gaind;, Þ 


For Cleopatra all his Glory MdirPd's' 

But thy firms Faith 119 mjury recety's; : A 
For Tou Il lo d; or I. was well decety'd - 

Nor were my Virgin Vows leſs true to tliee , 

When young Caſtile addreſs d the Court for m 


60 ore 


The Charms of proffer'd Empire 1 reſign'd 
Brandon was more than Empire to my Mind: 
While, without Rivals, in thy Breaſt 1 reign'd,... | 
My Thoughts the Pageantry of Pow'r diſdain'd. 
But ah! what Changes human Joys attend! 

On fickle Turns our brighteſt Hopes depend. | 
Victorious Henry's Arms ſtill meet Succeſs; 
The vanquiſh'd Gauls at laſt propoſe a Peace. | 
By Woolſey!s Policy their Terms ſucceed; - 
The long contending Nations are agreed; | 

And I the publick Victim am decreed. = 

> Condema's to ſhare the Chriſtian Monarch's Bed. 
And curs'd with that Magnificence I fled. _ 

I knew:my Rank no private Choice allow'd, 

And what a Princeſs to her Country o.] .. 
Theſe ſplendid Maxims ſhould have ſway'd my Breaft, 
But Lo vz entirely had my Soul poſſeſs d. 

How oft 1 wiſh'd my kinder Deſtiny . 

Had ſunk the Queen in ſome obſcure Degree; 3 
While crown'd by rural Maids with painted Flow rs. 
1 rang'd the Fields, and flept in verdant Bow'rs; 
Belov'd of ſome young Swain, with Brandon's Face, 
His Voice, his Geſture, and his blooming Grece, 
In all but BIA TH and 8 14 15 reſembling Thee? 
Then unmoleſted we had liv'd, and fre: 
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0 2 "> Wa" "TOY 
From all the curſt Reftraints which Greatneſs briags ; 
While Grots, the Meads, the Shades,and purling Springs; 
The flow'ry Valley, and the gloomy Grove, 
| men $7 
Such Scenes of this inglorious Life I drew, 
And half believ'd the charming Fiction true, 
Till real Ills diffolv'd the pleaſing Dreams, 12 
The Groves and — fled, n Lawnk and | ser 
| Streams. FOR | | 
The gay fantaſtick Paradiſe I mourn'd, 
W hile Courts and nn Crowns and cue. 


Wich Sighs 2 till red the faral ne 
When no Pretence could gain a longer Stay. 
The lovely Queen my parting Sorrow ſaw, uot SP iF 
Mor Henry's Preſence kept my Grief in A we. 
No Rules of decent Cuſtom could controul, 7799 2 
Or hide the wide Diſorder of my Soul. 
When ſhipp'd for France before the dancing Wind 
The Navy fled, and left my Hopes: behind. | | 7 
With weeping Eyes I ftill ſurvey'd'the a +2 of 
Where on a riſing Cliff I ſaw Thee fland; | 
Nor once from thence my ſtedfaſt Sight withdrew, 
Till the loy'd Object was no more in View. ; 
Farewel, I cry'd, dear Charming You Tn, — 
Each chearful Proſpe& vaniſhes from Me. 4 8 
| 0 
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Loud Shouts and Triumphe neck Ca. 
Salute; me, but the noiſie Z BL was loſt,.. 1 
Nor Shouts, nor Triumphs drew my leaſt RY 
Thy parting Sighs methought was all & need... 
But now at Albeville by Louis met, | 
I ſtrove the Thoughts of Suffoll 1 
For here my Faith was to my Monarch. vow'dy. 
And ſolemn Kites my Paſſion diſullow d:. 
However pure my former Flames had been, 
Unblemiſh'd Honour made them now a Sin-. 
Bar ſcarce my Virtue had the Conqueſt gain'd;, 
And ev'ry wild forbidden Wiſh reſtrain'd ; ” 
When at St. Demmi, with Imperial State 
Inveſted, om the Gallic Throne I ſate: 
The Day wich noble Turnaments was grae d; 
Your Name among r eee 
Invited by a guilty Thirft of Fame, 12 
Without Regard to my Repoſe, Fou came. 
The Lifts I ſaw Thee ent' ring with Surpriſe, 
And felt the darting G anc ES of thine Eyes 
Ye Sacred Powers (1 cry'd) chat rule above! 
Defend my Breaſt from this perfidious Love. 
Ye Holy Lamps! before whofe awful Lights: 
I gave my Hand; and ye religious Rites! 
AE me now; nor let a Thought unchaſte, 
ve 5 Wiſh, my Plighred: Honour blaſt:: 


* 
9 12 


—_—_—— 
6 a 


r ne HI - 6h. 
8 PP 
: 


9 * 


« PI X- r — 1 — 4 Ew gy . 
4, Ae arts «tbh 6404 wp 1 3 + Am) — 2 8 E — PRE” 


—— 
32 rn ee 79 n. 
gk 1 . 
* y - 


— - Cx Ts. — 
_ ww — 


25 9 86 l N 
8 foi : / 


While Paſſions: ling with m ee 
Forc'd from my Eyes involuntary Tears 
Some tender Bloflom thus, with fatto N 

wg its Head, with Midnight Dew ofercharg'de 
| he paſſing Docezes: ſhake tie grad: Flow; 1210 Ws 
Fs ſcatter all around a peavly Sho wir 
From this diſtracting Hour b ſnun d ti a. 
And gain'd the. Conqueſt by 2 prudent Flight. 
But human Turns, and ſoy Teign Deſtiny, 
Have. ſet Me now. from thoſe Engagements fress 
The Stars, propitious to my Virgin Love, 
My firſt, Deſires and early Vows approves: | 
W hile buſie Politicians urge in vain, 
That publick Reafons ſhould my Choice refrain 
That none but rid or W RON? is T* 
Or great Plantagenet's I ought w gra; RM 
Nor S#ffolk wants a Iong Iluſtrioux nen, 


\ 


MISCELLANTES. * 


And Wont. that ſhall: in future Records: hin: 
They own'd thy Valour, when thy conqu'ring Lancg 


Carry' the Prize from all the Foutf ener * 
Thy Merit Hanry's conſtant Fayour ſhows, © 

And Envy only can my Choice oppoſe: + | 
Thy noble Preſence, Wit, and fine Addrefs,, = 
The Britiſh and the Gallic Court confeſs. 
Alanſon's Shape, and Vendome's ſparkling Eye, 
Count Paul's gay Mien, and Bourbon's MAI E STY, 
No longer are admir'd, when Thou art by. 


222 I _- 
3 
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There Nothing wants to juſtifie my Fame, 

| The Stateſmen grant; but'a poor empty Name. 
And what's the gawdy Title of a King? 

What ſolid Bliſs can Ro TAL Grandeur bring ? 
When thou art Abſent, what's the Court to Me, 
But tireſom State, and dull Formality ? 2 

This Toy a Crown 1 wou'd reſign, to prove 
The . sen Innocence and Love. _ | 


— 


Upon 1 the Ti wt , the Hanover Club. 


Pr 4M by Mr, PHILIPS. TY 
HE reigning Fair on poliſh'd Chryſtal TREO ? 
Enrich our Glaſſes, and improve our Wine. 
The favourite Names we to our Lips apply, ; | 
54d wil our * and * with „ 


While Theſe, the choſen Beauties of our Ifle, 

Propitious on the Cauſe of Freedom ſmile, 

The raſh Pretender's Hopes we may deſpiſe, 
And truſt Bricannia's Safety to their Eyes. 


MISCELLANTES. 
* H E Er mo 
| LOVER's PRAYER. 


E gentle Loves and ok Deſires, 
11 That fan your own fantaſtick _ 
Why are ye fo unjuſt to me, 


os.) 
z * 


To leave Fair Saccariſſa free 


To let her Triumph in my Palns + 4% 5208 
And all your little Arts diſdain ? Ti 8 N 
Untouch'd ſhe rambles up and down, 

And Captivates the gazing Town 

Where: e' er ſhe caſts her wandring Eyes. 
In every Face they meet Surprize; | 

In ev'ry Heart a Temple's rais'd; | 

By ev'ry Tongue her Beauty's prais'd; 

While ſhe, unkind, negle&s a Seat, 

And thinks to Wander's to be Great. 

So the bold Macedonian Boy, . 
Thought it was Godlike to deſtroy: 

Not knowing, that to truly Reign, 

Is not to Conquer, but Maintain. / 


0 Venus, Daughter of great Jove, 
Queen of Beauty, Queen of Love; 


66 r 


If eier Adonis bleſs'd your Arms, 

If e' er you revell'd in lis Charms, 

If e'er you kiſs'd his rolling Eyes, 

or eder devour'd his nf tous Sighs ; | \ | 
Or e'er you did thoſe Torments prove 
That wait upon neglefted Love; = 0? 
Let this fair Tyrant feel thy Power, 
Tho? Proof 2881 a Golden Shower. 
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By Mr. G 4 7. 


ANTHE A long had felt Love's pleaſing Snare; 
And the ſtrong Paſſion ruPd her tender Heart; 
Conſenting Glances had her Hame confeſt, fl 
And told the ſecret Anguifh' of her awd 
Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſhing Maid, 
He ſaw, he ſwore, he conquer'd and TRY : 
Another Love now calls him from her Arms, 
His fickle Heart another Beauty warmes; 
Thoſe Oaths oft whiſper'd in Panthea”s * 
He now again to Galaten wears. 
Beneath a Beech th' abandon'd Virgin laid, 
In grateful Solitude enjoys the Shade [Strains, 
There with faint Voice ſhe breath'd theſe moving 
While ſighing Zephyrs ſhar'd her arwrous Pains; 


wo 


Ah 


* 


 MISCELLANIES. 6 _ 
Ah cruel Youth! tho' Love thy Boſoms flies, 
And now no Charms reign in Pan#hea's * a Ne 
Yet think, Alexis, that thou once, haſt 9 ir 2A 
A wretched Virgin by thy Vows undone; ue Mt 
Think how thy Looks and Tongue are FAIR A 
And think yet more «= that all my Fault was Love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretehed State? 
You might not Love me, but yon could not Hate 
Could you behold me in this conſcious Shade, 
Where firſt thy Vows, where firſt my Love' was paid, 
Worn out with Watching, ſtupid with Deſpair, 
And ſee each Eye fwell with a guſning Tear? 
Thoſe Eyes, which oft you faid were to your Sight” 
Grateful as Day, and welcome as the Light: 
Could you behold me on this mofly d. 
From my pale Cheek. the lively Crimfor fled; / '  ' 
Which in my ſofter Hours you oft have form} | 
With roſie Beauty, fac ouc-bluſh'd the Mn; 
Could you untouch'd this wretched Object bear, 
And would not loſt Panthea claim a Tear? 
You could not ſure. — pee EY t 
And unawares thy tender Soul reveal. - . 
Ah, no! — thy Soul with Cruelty is fraught, - 1 
No Tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage Thought. 3 i} 
Sooner ſhall Tygers ſpare the trembling Lambs, {181 
And Wolves with Pity hee * bleating Dams ; | j | | 
Sooner 


| Sooner ſhall Vultures from their Quarry fly, 
Than falſe Alexis for Panthea ſigh. ' - 
Thy Boſom ne'er a tender Thought confeſt, 
Bure ſtubborn Flint hath arm'd thy cruel Breaſt; 
But hardeft Flints are worn by frequent R? | 
And the ſoft Drops diſſolve their ſolid Veins; 
While thy relentleſs Heart more hard appears, 
And is not ſoften'd by a Flood of Tears, Te 


Ab, what i Love! Panthea's Joys are inal 
Her Liberty, her Peace, her Reaſon flown! 
And when J view me in the wat'ry Glaſs, 

I find Panthea now, not what ſhe was, 

As Northern Winds the new-blown Roſes blaſt, 
And on the Ground their fading Ruins caſt; 
As ſudden Blights corrupt the rip'ning Grain, 
And of its Verdure ſpoil the mournful Plain; 
So tort'ring Love preys on the youthful Face, 
And Beauty _ of . Blooming Grace. 


come, 1 Sleep, relieve theſe n en. 
All Sorrow in thy ſoft Embraces dies: | 
There, ſpite of all thy perjur'd Vows, I find 
Faithleſs Alexis languiſhingly kind; 
Sometimes he leads me by the mazy Stream, | 
And PPE deludes me in _ Dream; 


some- 
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Sometimes. he guides me ta the ſecret Grove, 

Where all our Looks, and all our Talk in Love. 

Oh, could I thus conſume each tedious Day, | 

And in ſweet Slumbers dream my Life away; 

But Sleep which now no more relieves theſe 1 | 
To OO nnen 11 5 


Vu does the sun dart forth his chearful nut, 
Why do the Woods reſound with warbling Lays? 
Why does the Roſe her grateful Fragrance. yield, 
And yellow Cowſlips paint the ſmiling Field > 
Why do the Streams with murm'ring Muſick flow, 
And why do Groves their friendly Shade'beſtow? © 
Let fable Clouds the chearful Sun deface, 

Let myenful Silence ſeize the feather'd Race; by 
No more, ye Roſes, grateful Fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop, ye Cowſlips, in the blaſted Field; 
Stand ſtill, ye murm'ring Streams, no longer flow, 
And let not Groves a friendly Shag beſtow.: 

Wich ſympathizing Grief let Nature mourn, 

And never know the youthful Spring , 

For my Alexis from the Plains is gone, 

* with him all Panthea s Joys are flown, 


Why Gon the n Lambs in yonder Plain? 
Why do the Birds their tuneful Voices ſtrain? 
why 
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wiy kürt thofe Heilert In the cooling Grove? 
Their ue is ne Love 
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Oh! lead me to Shia cara Cave, 
To lull my Sorrows in a living Grave: 
From the dark Rock where daſhing Waters fall, 
B14 And creeping Ivy hangs the craggy Wall, | 
| Where I may waſte in Tears my Hours away, | 
$ And never know the Seafons or the Day. 
114 Dye, dye, Panthea - flie this hateful Grove, 
WV For what is Life without the Swain I love? 
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| TOWN ECLOGUE. 
By the ſame Hand. 

SY Shots ets, i ei th early Beams 


Wak'd ſlumb'ring Delia from her pleaſing 


i! Her Wiſhes by her Fancy were ſupply'd, 8 


And in her Sleep the Nuptial Knot was ty'd. 
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This Day which ends at once all Dalia's Cares, 


In haſte ſhe roſe; unmindful of her Pray'ss, 


And the rich Stays her Taper Shape confine; 


Chequer 5 Hoor, and theough the Cunning: oy of =_ 
aud all beg Alallo condone owes „ I 


Flew to the Glaſs, and practis d o'er her Airs :: 
Her new-ſes Jewels raund her Robe are plac d. 
Some in a Brilliant Buckle bind her Waiſt; m: | 
Some round her Neck a circling Light diſplay, - _ 
Some in her Hair diffuſe a trembling Rayz — 
The Silver Knat a'erlogks the | Mecblen Lace, 
And adds hecoming Beauties to her Face: 

Brocaded Flow'rs o'er the gay Mantoe ſhine, 


And ſporting Laves ſurround th' expecting Bride, 

For Daphnis now attends the bluſhing Maid, | 
Before the Prieft their ſolemn Vows are paid; > 
Daphnis, for whom fo many Ladies figh, g 
Wiſh of each Heart; Delight of ev'ry Eye; 


Shall ſwell a thouſand Eyes with fecret Fears. 


Ceaſe, Araminta, now no longer Grieve, 
Thou ne'er from Hy men canſt the Youth retrieye, 
Why then in vain will Araminta mourn? 
Beſtow thy Love where thou may'ſt hope Return, 
| But 


72 POETICAL: 


But ſtill the wretched Maid no Comfort knows; : 
And wich Reſentment cheriſhes her Woes; 
Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe mournful Strains. 
Of Daphnis' Vows, and her own Fate F complains. 
Was it for this 1 ſparkled at the Play, 
And loiter'd in- the Ring whole Hours away ? 

When if thy Chariot in the Circle ſhone, 

Our mutual Paſſion by our Looks was known: 


Through the gay Crowd my watchful Glances flew, 
4 Where-c'er I pafs thy grateful Eyes purſue, 
N l Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you faw my Pain; 
Ii} For _ the ere of the Soul . — * 
| |! Think, mee, unk * asc five o 6 are fled, 
; | if | Since in mine Ears thoſe treach'rous Things you ſaid ; 


| How did you praiſe my Shape and graceful Air! 

j And Woman thinks all Compliments ſincere. 

N Did not thy Tongue in Raptures ſpeak thy Flame, 

| And in ſoft Sighs breath Araminia's Name? 
. Didſt thou not then with Oaths thy Paſſion prove, 
if And with an awful trembling, ſay — I love? 
1 | Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my Pain; 

| For Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 

| + | | 


How couldſt thou thus, ungrateful Youth, ae 
How could I thus, unguarded Maid, Believe? 
Sure | 
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Sure thou canſt well recall that fatal Night. ? Af 

When ſubtle Love firſt enter'd at my Sight e ! © 3 

When in the Dance I was thy Partner choſe, 2 

Gods! what a Rapture in my Boſom roſe? © 4 | 

My trembling Hand my ſudden Flame confeſs'd, _ 

My glowing Cheeks a wounded Heart expreſs'd z 
My Looks ſpoke Love; while you with anſw'ring Eyes, 

In killing Glances made as kind Replies; ': > {+ 14 

Think, Daphnis, think, what tender Things _ fad, 

Think what Confuſion all my Soul betray'd ; 

You call'd my graceful Preſence Cynthia's Air, 

And when I ſung the Syrens charm'd your Ear; 

How did thy Flatt'ry my weak Boſom move, 

When in each Whiſper flew a Gale of Love! 

But Daphnis now hath forfeited his Truth, 

And Marriage Bonds confine the perjur'd Youth. _ 
Ah faithleſs Youth ! too well you ſaw my Pain; 

For Eyes the Lapguage of the Soul n 


ry 


Whene'er I dreſs'd, my Maid, who knew my Flame, | 
Cheriſh'd my Paſſion with thy lovely Name; 
Thy Picture in her Talk ſo lively grew, 

That thy dear Image roſe before my View; 
She dwelt whole Hours upon thy Shape and Mien, | 
And wounded Delia's Fame to ſooth my spleen: 


E ER | When 


„ 
When ſhe beheld me at the Name grow pale, 
Strait to thy Charms ſhe chang'd her artful Tale, 
And when thy matchlefs Charms were quite * 
I bid her tell the pleaſing Tale once more. 
Oh, Daphnis ! from thy Araminta fled! - 

Oh, to my Love for ever, ever Dead! | 

- Like Death, his Nuptials all-my- Hopes remove, 
And ever part:me from the Man I love. 

Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you e Bs, 
For Eyes the Language of che Soul plain. 


* 


O might I by my cruel Fate be thrown, - 
In ſome Retreat far from chis harefial Town ! 
Vain Dreſs and glaring Equipage, Adieu, 
Let happier Nymphs choſe empty „ 
Me, . ler ſome melancholy: Shade ſurround, 
Where not the Print of Human Step is found. 
In the gay Dance my Feet no more ſhdlb move, 
But bear me faintly thro' the lonely Grove; 
No more thele Hands ſhall -oer-the Spinner bound. 
And from theleeping sta ngs call forth theiSound; 
Muſick adieu, farewel dralian Airs, 
The Croaking Ravens now ſhall ſooth my Cares. 
Involy'd in Thought. on ſome old Trunk 1 e 
And think how Aramima once was bleſt; : 
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There 


Ire 


There oler and ter thy Letters I peruſe, 
And all my Grief in one kind gentence loſe, 


Nor Force nor Cunning can the Band divide. 


For Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 


They affect the dawny Chin, and roſie Cheek; 
And like che Touth that's Baſhful as themſelves. 
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Some tender Line by chance my Woe ns 
And 98, my Check à ſhort-liv'd Pleaſure ſiniles; 
But Sorraw-Logn.my Boſom will regain, _ | 
And tell, me all thoſe Qaths and Y ows were vain, 
For Daphnis nom the Gordian Knot hath ty'd, | 
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Ah faithleſs Tut! too well.you ſaw my Pain; 
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FO W.thus i it. ĩs has ak cinta 
And feel the fiery God within their Veins; 


But when Experience and. ripe Years bring Knowledge, 
Then with a wary Eye, and ſharp Diſcernment, 1 
They chuſe a Man of faultleſs Shape and Features, 1 
Able of Limbs, and ſprightly in his Looks F 
That can both raiſe and ſatisfie Deſires. 
Him to Allure they have a Thouſand Arts, 
. in eee, as thoſe of Matchiavel, 

Sa.  . - 
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Thus Women love in their declining Years; 
And theſe the Charms which win that brittle Sex. 
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Could challenge Phœbus, and the tuneful Nine; 
Could ſo Exalt himſelf by vig'rous Thought, 


He were all Soul and pure Intelligence; 


With ſuch an One they wiſh to ſpend their Days, 
With ſuch an One an Age were ſcarce a Day! 
In Junketting, and Song, and frolick Dance, . 
And reſtleſs Mirth th* unweary'd Day they'll paſs, 
And longeſt Winter Nights are then too ſhort. 
But. quickly comes Old Age, forlorn, forſaken, 
Which cannot Love, ' becauſe not lov'd again: 
Then tis they will approve the homely Drudge, 
And pay him Wages ſtinted to his Merit 
For Looks and Beauty they have fmall Regard, . 
But value Shoulders of prodigious 8 

Thick ſtrutting Calves, a black and ſtubbed Beard, 
Which, newly ſhorn, looks Blue about the Chin. 


But as for Learning, and the Skill of Arts, 
(Bright Ornaments of Life, the Gift of Heaven) 
Know, tho' a Man knew all that's to be known; 1 1 


That in the Trances of ſweet Contemplation, 


This Man would they deſpiſe of all Mankind; 
And could no more be brought with him to joyn 
In Holy Wedlock's Bands, or otherwiſe, 
Than Angels to inform an Earthly Clod. 
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Being Part of the Epithalamium 6 on Hono-, 
rius and Maria. 
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N the fam · d Cyprian Iſle a Mountain ſtands, 
I That caſts a Shadow into diſtant Lands. Py 
In yain Acceſs by Human Feet is try'd, 2 WT 
Its lofty Braw looks down with noble Pride 
On bounteous Nile, thro' ſeyen wide Channels ſi pread, 
And ſees old Proteus in his Oozie Bed. 
Along its Sides no hoary Froſts ties: 
To blaſt the Myrtle Shrubs, or nip the Bloom. 
The Winds with caution. {weep the riſing Flow'rs, 
While balmy Dews deſcend, and vernal Show'rs. 


| The ruling Orbs no Wintry Horrors bring, 


Fix'd in th' Indulgence of Eternal Spring. 
Unfading Sweets in Purple Scenes appear, 


And genial Breezes ſoften all the Year. | 
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8 PORPICAL. 


The nice, luxurious Soul, uncloy'd, may rove, 
From Pleaſures til! to circling Pleaſures move, 
For endleſs Beauty x — Love 


The Mountain, when the Summit. once you gain, , 


Falls by degrees, and finks into a Plain 


Where the pleas'd Eye may flow'ry Meads behold 
Enclos'd with branching Oar, and hedg'd with Gold, 
Or where large Crops the gen'rous Glebe ſupplies, 4 
And yellow Harveſts, unprovok'd, ariſe. 
For by mild Zephyrs fann'd, the teeming Soil 

Yields ev'ry Grain, nor asks the Peaſant's Toil, 
Theſe were the Bribes, the Price of Heay'nly Charms, 
Theſe Cytherea won to Vulcan's Arms. 971 
For ſuch a Bliſs he ſuch a Gift beſtow'd, 

The rich, th* immortal Labours of a God,  . 


A Sylvan Scene, in ſolemn State diſplay'd, 


Flatters each feather'd Warbler with a Shade 


But here no Bird its Painted Wings can move, 
Unleſs elected by the Queen of Love. 
Ere made a Member of this tuneful Throng, 
She hears the Songſter, and approves the Song. 
The joyous Victors hop from Spray to Spray, 
The yanquiſt'd fly with mournful Notes away. 


Branches 


es 


And to the ſighing: Alder, Alders ſigh. 


A n * add. a AO * 


Their Dreſa, their Stature, and their Looks the ſame : 


For Venus did but boaſt one only Son, 


He, uncontroul' d, thro' Heav'n extends his var, 
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Branches in Branches-twin'd, compoſe. the Grove, 
And ſhoot; and ſpread; and, bloſſom. into Love. 
The trembling Palms their mutual Vows repeat, 
And bending Poplars bending Poplars meet. 
The diſtant Platanes ſeem to preſs more nigh, 


Blue Heay'ns above them ſmile, and all below 
Two murm' ring Streams in wild Meanders flow. 
This, mix'd with Gall, and that, like Honey, * 
But ah! too ſoon th? unfriendly Waters meet! ; 
Steep'd in theſe Springs (iff Verſe Belief en gu 
The Darts. of Love their double Row!r attain. 
Hence all Mankind a bitter Sweet have ou: 


A the . Banks in buighs FO 
Ten thouſand little Loves their Wings diſplay: 
Quivers and Bows their uſual Sport proclaim, . | 


Smiling in Innocence, and ever young, 
And tender, as the Nymphs, from whom thay b 4 


And roſie Cupid: was that boaſted One. 


And Gods, and Goddeſles by turns obey : 


E 4 Or 
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Or if he ſtoops on Earth, great Princes burn, 
Sicken on Thrones, and wreath'd with Lawrels mourn. 


Th' inferior Pow'rs o'er Hearts inferior reign, - 
And pierce the rural Fair, or homely Swain, 


Here Love's imperial Pomp is ſpread around 
Voluptuous Liberty, that knows no Bound, [ 
And ſudden Storms of Wrath, which ſoon. decline, 
And midnight Watchings, o'er the Fumes of Wine; 
Unartful Tears, and hectick Looks, that ſhow, | 
With ſilent Eloquence, the Lover's Woe; - 
Boldneſs unfledg'd, and to ſtol'n Raptures new, 
Half trembling ſtands, and ſcarcely dares purſue, 
Fears, that delight, and anxious Doubts of Joy, 
Which check our ſwelling Hopes, but not deſtroy : 
And ſhort-breath'd Vows, forgot, as ſoon as made, 
On airy Pinions flutter thro* the Glade, ht 
Youth, with a haughty Look, and gay Attire, 

And rolling Eyes, that glow with ſoft Deſire, 
Shines forth exalted on a pompous Seat, 
While ſullen Cares, and wither'd Age retreat. 


Now from afar the Palace ſeems to blaze, 
And hither would extends its golden Rays; 
But by Reflection of the Grove is ſeen 
The Gold ſtill vary'd by a waving Green. 


For 


MISCELLANIES. i: 


For Mulciber with ſecret Pride beheld, 

How far his Skill all Human Wit excell'd; 

And, grown uxorious, did the Work deſign 

To ſpeak the Artiſt, and the Art divine. 

Proud Columns, tow'ring high, ſupport the. Frame; 
That hewn from Hyacinthian Quarries came. 

The Beams are Em'ralds, and yet ſcarce adorn 
The Rubie Walls, on which themſelves are born? 
The Pavement, rich with Veins of Agate; lies, 
And Steps, with ſhining Jaſpers ſlipp'ry, riſe. 


Here Spices in Parterres promiſcuous blow; 
Not from Arabia's' Fields more Odours flow. | 
The wanton Winds thro' Groves of Caſlia play, 
And ſteal the ripen'd Fragrancies away. 
Here, with its Load the mild Amomum bends; 
There, Cinnamon in rival Sweets contends. 
A rich Perfume the raviſh'd Senſes fills, 
While from the weeping Tree the. Balm diſflls 


At theſe delightfiil Bow'rs arrives at laſt 
The God of Love, a tedious Journey paſt : 
Then ſhapes his Way to reach the Fronting Gate, 
Doubles his Majeſty, and walks in State. 
It chanc'd, upon a radiant Throne reclin'd, 
Venus her golden Treſſes did unbind: 


— 


\ E ; | Proud 
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$2 POETICAL 
. Proud to be thus employ'd, on either Hand 
; Th' 1dalian Siſters, rang'd in order, ſtand. 

Ambroſial Eſſence one beſtows in Show'rs, 

And laviſhly whole Streams of Nectar pours. 
With Iv'ry Combs another's dext'rous Care 
Or curls, or opens the diſheyel'd Hair. 

A third, induſtrious with a nicer Eye, 

Inſtructs the Ringlets, in what Form to lie: 

Yet leaves ſome few, that, not ſo cloſely -preſt, 

Sport in the Wind, and wanton from the reſt, 
Sweet Negligence ! by artful Study wrought, - 

A graceful Error, and a lovely Fault. 

The Judgment of the Glaſs is here unknown, 

Here Mirrors are ſupply'd by ev'ry Stone. 

Where- e er the Goddeſs turns, her Image falle, 
And a new Venus dances on the Walls, 

Now, while ſhe did her ſpotleſs Form ſuryey, 

Pleas'd with Love's Empire, and almighty Sway, 
She ſpy'd her Son, and fir'd with eager Joy _ 

Sprung forwards, and embrac'd the Fay'rite Boy. 
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E a yr ones ith 4 in Poi, 
but Very Couetous and Proud. 


IO bright i is thy Beauty, ſo charming thy Song; 
As had drawn both the Beaſts —.— their Orphens 
| along; 1 
But ſuch is thy Avarice, and fuch © is r Pride, | 


That the Beaſts muſt have ftary'd, ang the Poet * 
| dy'd. N 


VERSES. fas to a Len 


VITA THE 
TRAGEDY of C4270. E "IQ 


N vain, o Heov'nly Maid, 4 e L 52158 
Th' inſtructive Labaurs of the Tragick Male, 
If Cato's Virtue cannot cure my Soul, | 
And all the jarring Paſſions there controul : 
In vain — but Ah! what Arguments can prove 
Sufficient to reſiſt the Foxce of Love. 
1 burn like Marcus in th' impetuous Fire; 
| Like him 1 languiſh with the fond Deſire; : 
a „„ 


Lon 


2 o 


Like him I groan beneath th' uneaſie weight, 
And, ev 'n like him deſpairing, wiſh my Fate. 
Could you with Lucia's Eyes -behold my. Pain, > 

Then would you ſtrive to ſoften your Diſdain : 

f My anxious Griefs your tender Breaſt would move, 
And raiſe Compaſſion, where they could not Love. 
But lo bright Marcia ! ſee, relentleſs Fair, 

In Cato's Daughter thy whole ſelf appear. 

In thee, alas! her lovely Virtues ſhine, 

Her Charms, her Heav'nly Beauties all are thine; 
And whilſt in moving Numbers is diſplay'd - 
Juba's ſoft Paſſion for the glorious Maid, 
Think you behold your Lover proſtrate lie, 
In tendereſt Accents think you hear me Sigh : 
Then, then be kind and on my Suff rings ſmile, 
As gen'rous Marcia pity'd Juba's Toll. | 
Thou, in whom all the Roman Virtues dwell, 

Let not the Roman Mercy thine excel; 

Since Love like that of Juba fills my Breaſt, 

Let me at length with equal Joys be bleſt. 
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-H E N wintry Blaſts and ruMing Storms expire, 
And Nature kindles up her genial Fire ; 
When the gay Park puts on a lively Green; ws 
Clariſſa there in all her Charms is ſeen. _ 
Her ſparkling Eyes did double Luſtre bring ; 
Her glowing Bloom confeſt the youthful Spring: 
O'er her ftain'd Cheeks Vermillion Bluſhes ran; 
A Goddeſs moved. And Florio thus began. 


See, ſee, Clariſſa, how theſe Meadows riſe 
In all their flow'ry Pride, and varied Dies! 
How on thoſe Trees the Orient Bloſſom blows; 
And yon ſmooth Amber Stream in Silence flows! 
Here the tall Elm from falling Rains defends : 
The:Lime Tree there a grateful Fragrance ſends, 


Above, ſee gilded Tracts and Chryſtal Skies: 
Below, gay Landskips, verdant Scenes ariſe; 
The verdant Scenes, reflecting mildeſt Light, 
Soften the Proſpect, and refreſh the Sight. 


| | 
1 

| 

| 
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And now, yon Clouds in pearly Curfents flow; 
And glancing Sun-beams paint the gaudy Bow, 
Whoſe colour'd Traits, obſeurely waſting, die, 
Varniſh the Earth, — purge che middle _- 


The waſting Air, frighted with "TIER comes; 
Wich every Breath we draw in rich Perfumes: _ 
The ſoft Serene in eyery. Feature ſhines: _ 
The Heart beats joyous, and the Head refines: | 

The ſprightly Limbs their ſpringing Vigour thow 5 
In ſwifter Tides the dancing Spirits flow : © - 

The ſwelling Fluid wantons in the Vein: 

And gay Ideas play about the Brain: 

Each Organ labours to exert its Power, 

And Life exults, and Nature ſallies o'er, 


Inform me, Fair one, whence theſe Symptoms riſe; 
Why pants the Breaſt } Why languiſh thus the Eyes? 
What makes the Maid to bluſh? the Youth to ſtart 2 
Whence are theſe Eeſtaſies and Pangs of Heart? 
Is it not Nature's Call ſoft Joys to prove? 


Means it vet Life? And vhat means Life bur Love? 


hare his Voice failing, 2 15 1 * 
In moving Silence Floris ſigh'd his Vows « - 


When 
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When t to his Heart the refluent Spirits came, 


With riſing Joy he urg'd his hrighten'd Flame, 


Hear, how mild Zephyr ſooths the amorous Breaſt? 
Hear him, like me, in dying Murmurs waſte ! 
See, how the Birds, thro” all the ſhady Seats, 
Fill up the Melody, ans wooe their Mates! 1 
The Birds, the Beaſts a gentle Fury moves, 


Thro' the wide Air and Earth to ſeek their Loves, , 


The glow. of Love in every Boſom reigns, 
And every Maid diſſolves i in melting Pains. . 


Even in thy Breaſt more tender Paſſions riſe, . 
And ſpread unuſual Softneſs o'er thy Eyes: : 


A florid Bloom fi ts on. thy ripen'd Charms, | 5 
And lambent Youthful Heat each. Beauty warms ; 


The Vernal Soul, diffus'd thro? all, invites 


To ſweeten Cypria' s Joys with Hymen' s Rites. 


"Hoon as 1005 — aa ted 2 i | 


Her Warmth redoubled, and her Wiſnes flam'd; 


Her raviſh'd Heart Teap'd up; me joy'd to find 
She might be ſtrictly good, and fondly kind, 
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of Drawing a Lapy? s PI CTURE. 
[/ O fate 6 Semblance of ſo fair a Face, | 
"n What Hand but thine ſucceſsfally could trace? 
1. To blended Colours ſo much Beauty give, 2 
i! As might a Loyer's careful Eyes deceive, 

i | On the dark Canvaſs ſee Dalinda riſe, 

N Whilſt every Senſe confeſles its Surprize : 

[i So beauteous Cynthia darts a radiant Light 

; il Thro' gloomy Clouds, and gilds the ſable Night. 

| n HON the young, the lovieſt Swain, 

| APJ Thatever grac'd th' Arcadian Plain, 

\ | Fair Celia loy'd, nor loy'd in Vain, 
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Hymen had warranted Delight; | 
But ſtill the Sun, with hated Light, 
Deferr'd the Pleaſures of the Night. 


To eaſe his Pain his Harp he ſtrung, 
And charm'd the Wain of Night along, 
With his ſoft harmonious Song. 

Phabus, Ruler of the Day, 
Swiftly drive the Hours away; 
In the Ocean drop the Light, 
And haſten on the * Night. 
ea 
If e'er thou beard It a Lover's ws 
Propitious Phabus hear me now; * 
Since thou, who art the Sun, haſt — 


Love's Fires burn fiercer than thine Wm. 


| III. = 
And when, by my Entreaties bow'd, 
Thou ſet'ſt in yonder Evening Cloud; 
In Thetis' Boſom thou may'ſt lie, 


And truſt the Day to Celia's Eye. 


ag! 1. cr 
To her bright Look thy Rays will be, 
But what Aurora is to Thee: 


9 o ro 


Envy ſhall make Thee later riſe, 
And own the Conqueſt of her Eyes, 


Wich ſuch ſoft Muſick did the Swain 
of Love's tormenting Cares complain, 
That Phæbus haſted on the Night, 
And in the Ocean dropt the Light: 
To Celia's Arms then Strephan came, 
And in them quencht as bright a Flame. 5 


FROM 
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HE Nine 8 of Immortal 9556 
Refuſe to patronize leentious Love; 
And yet diſdain not kindly to Inſpire © 
The Man, whoſe Breaſt contains a purer Fire, 
To foul, diſhonour'd Luft, the Baſhfut Muſe 
Will ev'ry Pray'r and'ey'ry Wiſh refuſe. 
Not ſo to him, who in his Virgin Lays 
The ſpotleſs Image of bis Soul diſplays. 
Then the chaſte Goddeſs preſent to his View 
2. forth confeſt, nor need he once purſue. 
| Unask'd 


Ine 
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Unaxk'd: ſhe:inſpires kiim with: the ranefill} Art, 

To ſooth the Mind, and:.captivate tlie Heart. 

This I atteſt, ſince 1 have often known 

The Truth of what, by me, the Muſes own, 
For if ſome Love leſs Noble were my Song, 

The fault'ring Numbers dyd upon my Tongue. 

But, fair Aumlia, when to Thee P ſing, 

Then all the · Muſes their Aſſiſtance bring” 

With living Thoughts they: animate! each: Line, 

Pleas'd to Immortalize the bright Deſign, 

Which bears the Luſtre of a Name like thine. 
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Imitation of a SON NET of Milton, 


Thou, who in thine early Bloom of Youth, 
(Tho! dark the Path, tho' rugged is the Way) 
Dung fabonr up the Fill of Rear'nly Truth, 


3 impatient of Delay; 


And 
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And now among thoſe few moſt eminent art ſeen, 

That tread the Turf of that Immortal Green, 
 Ariftus ! in whoſe Breaſt the Heav'nly Muſe, 

(Such is her Care of Godlike Minds, like thine) 
The Spirit of each Perfection did infuſe 

That graces Phæbuts, and the tuneful Nine: 

Thou wond'rous Youth, my artleſs Numbers guide, 

_ ws the _—_ which, but for thee, had dy'd. 
| 4.0 L 
Ev'n as that Image, which. 8 made, 
When uninform'd with that Celeſtial Fire, 

| "Upon the Ground a ſenſeleſs Lump was laid, 
Till Heat Divine did Motion firſt inſpire. 

So me, from this low Earth thou firft didſt raiſe, 

And animate with thy inſpiring Praiſe. 
When ſhall we meet; and when wilt thou reſtore 
To me the Sunſhine of a friendly Smile? 

When ſhall we turn to Joy each ſullen Hour, 
And with ſweet Talk our various Cares beguile? 2 

When ſhall we, charm d with thoſe dear Joys we feel, 

Let gray-ey'd Morn on Night unheeded fteal 2 
Then, ſhall the burning Hearth with chearful Blaze 
Diſſolve the Froſt, and chilling Winter's Cold : 


The 


The ſparkling Wine ſhall ſwift· wing ' d Fancy raiſe, | 
And every Faculty of Joy unfold. 
Then from the well-tun'd _ os Sounds ſhall firike 
the Ear. | -% 
And warble in ſublimer N otes the Thuſcan Air, 
VI. | 
o ſhall the wintry Minutes chearful paſs, 
Until Fa vonius, with his Breath, inſpire | 
Each gentle Youth, and every blooming Laſs 
To feel returning Love, and ſoft Deſire; 
„Till, crown'd with Roſes, new-born Spring appear, 
Spring, the ſweet, purple Dawn and E of the 
„ VI Tear. 
If 3 4 ſuch Delights can pleaſe, 
Loſe not th Enjoyment of the preſent Hour; 
Let this be pafs'd in no inglorious Eaſe; | 
The preſent only is within our Pow'r. 
Do not, too wiſely, from this Joy refrain; 
Neglected once, perhaps 'twill ne'er return again, 
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Being Part of the Thirteenth Book of | 
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The 1 e rinning of 4516 B A Leeres the Parting 

From Phæacia; with the Gifts & 

Ricinous to his *Gueſt; and his taking 8 95 
his Native C onutry Ithaca. 


HE Sun deſcending, the Pheacian Train 
Spread their broad Sails, and launch into the 
Main: DE, 
At once they bend, and ftrike their equal Oars, 


And leaye the linking Hills, and leſs'ning Shores. 
"wo 


CC 


E 


le 


Th'emerging Hille and Rocks of Inbaca. 


MISCELLANIES. 
While on the Deck: the Chief in Silence . od; 
And pleaſing Shumbers:fteal upon his Eyes, [ 
As fiery Courſers in\the:rapid:Race, | 1 —/ [| 
Urg'd:by eree!Drivers:thro* che duſty Space, - | > /. 


| Toſs their high Heads, and ſcour along the Plain; 


So re ee mm Main: 555 


And 4 black Ocean foams amd oed. 


80 — Sailsthe inte, 


Leſs ſwift, an Eagle. cuts the liquid Skies: q 
Divine Wiyſſes was! her Sacred Load, I 
A Man, in-Wifdomiequakto:a Gad. Thane a 


Much Danger long, eee e 


In Storms by Sea, — n 
All which ſoft sleep new baniſnd from! bs Bradt - 
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But when 2 ese id: | f) | 
Whoſe an Fes ore he ling Korn 
Like diſtant Clouds che Mariners fſurveß 


Far from the !Town, & ſpacion Port appears \e „ 2 1 
Sacred to Nhoreys t PowWr, whoſe Name ung 
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Two craggy Rocks, Prejecting to che Mann. 


Ins FO Winds tempeſtuous Rage "2, . 
Within, 
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88 POETICAL 


Within, the Waves in ſofter Murmurs glide, \ 
And Ships ſecure without their Haulſers ride, 
High at the Head a branching Olive grows, 


And crowns the pointed Cliffs with ſhady e. 


Beneath, a gloomy Grotto's cool Receſs 

Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring Seas; 
Where Bowls and Urns were form'd of living Stone, 
And maſſie Beams in native Marble ſhone, 


On which the Labours of the Nymphs were roll'd, 


Their Webs Divine of Purple mix'd with Gold. 
Within the Cave, the cluſtring Bees attend © | 


Their Waxen Works, or from the Roof depend. 


Perpetual Waters o'er the Payement glide; 
Two Marble Doors unfold on either ſide; 
Sacred the South, by which the Gods deſcend, 
But Mortals enter at the Northern End. | 


Thither they bent, and haul'd their Ship to Land, | 


(The crooked Keel divides the yellow Sand) 
_ Ulyſſes ſleeping, on his Couch they bore, 


And gently plac'd him on the Rocky Shore : 

His Treaſures next, Alcinous Gifts, they laid 

In the wild Olives unfrequented Shade; | 
Secure from Theft: Then launch'd the Bark again, 
And tugg'd their Oars, and meaſur'd back the Main. 


Mean- 


A E LLANI E S. 97 
me Ulyſſes in his Country lay: ) 
Releas'd from Sleeps and round him might FAO 
The ſolitary Shore, and rowling Sea. 
Yet had his Mind, thro' tedious Abſence, loſt 
The dear Remembrance of his Native Coaſt; 
Beſides, Minerva, to ſecure her Care, | 
| Diffus'd around a Veil of thicken'd Air? 
For ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen 
His Royal Perſon from his Friends and Queen, 
fill the proud Suitors, for their Crimes, afford 0 . 
An eee to W Lord. 1 


Now all the Land Pon bo Proſpett by bore, 
Another Port appear'd, another Shore, 
And long-continu'd Ways, and winding Floods, 
And unknown Mountains, crown'd with unknown 

Woods. | | 
Penſive and dow, with ſudden Grief n 
The King aroſe, and beat his careful Breaſt, 
Caſt a long Look o'er all the Coaft and Main, 
And ſought around his Native Realm i in vain; 
Then with erected Eyes ſtood fix'd in Woe, 
And, as he ſpoke, the Tears began t to flow. 


Ye Gods (be cry'd) upon ms barren Coat, 
In what new Region is Ulyſſes tot 2 
5 F Poll 


„ Porr 


Poſſeſt by wild Barbarians fierce in Arms? 

Or Men, whoſe Bofoms tender Pity warms ? 

Where ſhall this Treaſure now in Safety lie? 
And whither, whither its fad Owner flie? 

Ah why did 1 4lcinous'. Grace implore? 

Ah why forſake Pheacia's happy Shore? 
Some juſter Prince perhaps had entertain'd, 

And ſafe reftor'd me to my Native Land. 

Is this the promis d, long- expected Coaft; 
And this the Faith Phratia's Princes boaſt 2 

Oh righteous Gods"! of all the Great, how few - 

Are juſt to Heav'n, and to their Promiſe true?! 

But He the Pow'r, to whoſe All-feeing Eyes 

The Deeds of Men appear without Diſguiſe. 

*Tis his atone, Yavenge the Wrongs 1 bear; 
For ſtill th* Oppreſt are his peculiar Care: 

To count theſe Preſents, and from thence to prove 

Their Faith, is mine; the reſt belongs to Jove. 


Then on the Sands he rang'd his wealthy Store, 
The Gold, the Veſts, the Tripods nuinber'd oer; 
All theſe he found, but ſtill, in Ersor loſt, 
Diſconfolate lie wanders on the Coaſt: | 

Sighs for his Country; and laments again 
To the deaf Rocks, and hoafſe-teſdunding Main, © 


8 „ When 


| Wy 


When lo! the Guardia ian Goddeſs of the Wiſe, - 
Celeſtial Pallas, food before his Eyes 

In how a youthful Swain, of Form divine, 
Who ſeem'd deſcended from ſome 2 Line: 2 
A graceful Robe her fender Body dreſt, 
Around her Shoulders flew the waving Veſt. 
Her decent Hand a ſhining Jav'lin bore, 

And painted Sandals on her Feet ſhe wore : 

To whom the'King: Whoe'er of Human Race 
Thou art, that wander'f in, this deſart Place, 
With Joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend; 
To thee my Treaſures and my ſelf commend. 

DO tell a Wretch, in Exile doom'd to ſtray, | 
What Air 1 breathe, what Country I ſurvey ? 
The fruitful Continent's extreameſt Bound, 

Or ſome fair Iſle which Neptune's Arms ſurround? 


From what far Clime (aid ſhe) remote frog Fame; 
Arriv'ſt thou here, a Stranger to our Name? 
Thou ſeeſt an Ifland, not to thoſe unknown, 
Whoſe Hills are brighten'd by the riſing Sun: 
Nor thoſe, that plac'd beneath his utmoſt Reign, 
Behold him ſinking in the Weſtern Main, 
The rugged Soil allows no level Space 
For flying Chariots, or the rapid Race; 


F2 
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Yet not ungrateful to the Peaſant's Pain, 
Suffices Fulneſs to the fwelling Grain; ; 

The loaded Trees their various Fruits produce, 
And cluſtring Grapes afford a gen'rous Juice; 


Woods crown our Mountains, and in ey'ry Grove 
The bounding Goats and frisking Heyfers rove; 


Soft Rains and kindly Dews refreſh the Field, 
And riſing Springs Eternal Verdure yield. 
Ev'n to thoſe Shores is Ithaca renown'd, 


Where Troy's Majeſtic Ruins ſtrow the Ground. 


5 


At this, the Chief with Tranſport was poſſeſt, 


His panting Heart exulted in his Breaſt: 
Yet well diſſembling his untimely Joys, 
And veiling Truth in plauſible Diſguiſe; 
Thus, with an Air ſincere, in Fiction bold, 


4 


His ready Tale th' inventive Hero told. 


Oft have I heard, in n Crete, this Iſland's Many 


For”'twas from Crete, my Native Soil, I came; 
Self.baniſh'd thence, 1 ſail'd before the Wind, 
And left my Children and my Friends behind. 
From fierce Idomeneus Revenge I flew, ; 
Whoſe Son; the ſwift Orſolochus, I flew, 
(Vith Brutal Force he ſeiz d my Trojan Prey, 
Due to the Toils of many a bloody Day.) 


3 * 
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Unſeen 
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Unſeen I 'ſcap'd ; and favour d by the Night, 
In a Phenician Veſſel took my Flight, 

For Pyle or Elis bound; but Tempeſts toſt. 

And raging Billows drove us on your Coaſt: 

In dead of Night an unknown Port we gain - d, 
spent with Fatigue, and flept ſecure on Land; 
But ere the Roſie Morn renew'd the Day, 
While in ch- Embrace of pleaſing Sleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious Gales, 

They land my Goods, and hoiſt their flying Sails. 
Abandon'd here, my Fortune 1 deplore, ; 

An hapleſs Exile on a Foreign Sm 


Thus while he ſpoke, a blie-ey'd Maid began 
With pleaſing Smiles to view the God-like Man; 
Then chang'd her Form, and now divinely bright 
Jove's heay 'nly Daughter ſtood confeſs'd to Sight, 
Like a fair Virgin in her Beauty's Bloom, 

Skilpd in th illuſtrious Labours of the Wr J 


O ſtill the fame Ulyſſes ! the rejoin'd, 
In uſeful Craft ſucceſsfully refin'd ; _ 


Artful in Speech, in Action, and in Mind! 
Suffic'd it not, that, thy long Labours paſt, * 
Secure thou ſeeft thy Native Shore at laſt I. 


1 | But 


POETICAL 


But tie to me? who, like thy ſelf, excel 
In Arts of Counſel, and Diſſembling well: 
To me, whoſe Wit exceeds the Pow'rs Divine, 
No lefs, than Mortals are ſurpaſs'd by thine : 
Know'ſt thon not me, who made thy Life my Care, 
Thro' ten Years Wand” 9 and thro' ten Years 

War; 

Who taught thee Arts, Ar to 3 
To raiſe his Wonder, and ingage his Aid? 
And now appear, thy Treaſures t to protect, 
Conceal thy Perſon, thy Deſigns direct, 

And tell what more thou muſt from Fate expect; 
Domeſtick Woes, far heavier to be born, 
The Pride of Fools, and Slaves inſulting Scorn. 
But thou be Silent, nor reveal tby State, | 
Yield to the Force of unreſiſted Fate, 

And bear unmov'd the Wrongs of baſe Mankind. 
The laſt and hardeſt Conqueſt of the Mind. 
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Goddeſs of Wiſdom (Ithacus replies) 
He who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, 
80 ſeldom view'd, and: ever in Diſguiſe. | 

| When the bold Argives did their Arms imploy. 
| Before the Walls of well-defended Troy, 
Ulyſſes was thy Care, Celeſtial Maid, 
Grac'd with thy Sight,, and fayour'd with thy Aid: 
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But when proud Ilion's Tow'rs in Aſhes lay... W 
And, bound for Greece, we plow'd the Watry way; 
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Our Fleet diſpers' d, and driv'n from Coaſt to Coaſt; 


Thy ſacred Preſence from that Hour I loft; 
Till 1 beheld thy radiant Form once more, 
And heard thy Counſels on Pheacia's Shore, 
But by th' Almighty Author of thy Race, 

Tell me, oh tell, is this my Native Place? 

For much I fear, long g Tracts of Land and Sea 
Divide this Coaſt from diſtant Ithata. 

The ſweet Deluſion Kindly you 1 

To ſooth my ** and * my Woes. 


Thus mo The blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus Cn 20 
How prone to Doubt, how cautious are the Wiſe? 
Who vers'd in Fortune, fear the flatt'ring Show, 1 
And taſte not half the Bliſs the Gods beſtow. 
The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt Deſires, 
And guard the Wiſdom which her ſelf inſpires. ' 
Others, long abſept from their Native Place, 
Strait ſeek their Home, and fly with eager Pace, 
To their Wives Arms, and Childrens dear Em 

brace. 8 
Not thus SPY ; he Ss to prove 


His Subjects Faith, and Queen's ſuſpected Lore, 


„ Who 
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Who mourn'd her Lord twice ten revolving Years, 

And waſtes the Days in Grief, the Nights in Tears. 

But Pallas knew (thy Friends and Navy loſt) 

Once more *twas giv'n thee to behold thy Coaſt: 

| Yet how cou'd I with adverſe Fate engage, | 

And Mighty Neptune's unrelenting Rage? 

Now lift thy longing Eyes, while I reſtore — + 

The pleaſi ing proſpect of thy Native Shore ! 

Behold the Port of Phorcys fene'd around, 

With Rocky Mountains, and with Olives crown'd! 2 

Behold the gloomy Grot, whoſe cool Receſs 8 

8b oh the Nereids of the neighb'ring Seas; | 
Whoſe now neglected Altars, in thy Reign 

Bluſh with the Blood of Sheep and Oxen ſlain, 

Behold where Neritus the Clouds divides, | | 

And ſhakes the waving Foreſts on his Sides! 


So ſpake the Goddeſs, and the Proſpect clear'd, 
The Miſts diſpers'd, and all the Coaſt appear'd 1 
The King with Joy confeſs'd his Place of Birth, 
And, on his Knees, ſalutes his Mother Earth; 
Then, with his ſuppliant Hands upheld in Air, 
Thus to the Sea- green Siſters ſends his Pray'r. 


All nail ': Ye Virgin Daughters of the Main; 
Ye Streams, beyond my Hopes beheld again! 
oy To 


* 


MISC ETLEANTES. 07 


To you once more your own Ulyſſes bows, 
Attend his Tranſports, and receive his Vows. | 
If Jove prolong my Days, and Pallas crown YN 
The growing Virtues. of my youthful Son, | 
To you ſhall Rites Divine be ever paid, 

And grateful Off rings on your Altars laid. 
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From the Seventh Book of 
OM E NO DTS E 
By the ſame Hand, 


\Lofe zo the Gates a ſpacious Garden lies, 
| From Storms defended and inclement Skies: 
Four Acres was th” allotted Space of Ground, - 
Fenc'd with a green Encloſure all around. 
Tall chriving Trees confeſt the fruitful Mold; 


The red'ning Apple vipens here to Gold, 


Here-the blue Figg with luſeious Juice o'erflows, 


With deeper Red the full Pomegranate glows, 


The Branch here bends beneath the weighty Pear,. 
And yerdant Olives flouriſh round the Year, 
The balmy Spirit of the Weſtern Gale 

Eternal breathes on Fruits untaught to fail: 


Tach 


MISCELLANTES. 10 
Each dropping Pear a following Pear ſupplies, . 
On Apples Apples, Figs on Figs ariſe : 


The ſame mild Seaſon gives the Blooms to blow, 
The Buds to harden,. and the Fruits to grow, 


Here order'd Vines in equal Ranks appear 

With all th' United Labours of the Fear, 
Some to unload the fertile Branches run, 
Some dry the black'ning Cluſters in the Sun, 
Others to tread the liquid Harveſt join, 
The groaning Preſſes foam with Floods of Wine. 
Here are the Vines in early Flow'r deſery d. Y- 
Here Grapes diſcolour'd on the ſunny Side, | 
And there in Autumn's richeſt Purple dy'd, 


Beds of all various Herbs, for ever green, 
In beauteous Order terminate the Scene. 


Two . Fountains the — Propel 8 : 
crown'd ; 2 

This thro' the Gardens leads iss Kerem around, 

Viſits each Plant, and waters all the Ground: 

While that in Pipes beneath the Palace agus | 

And thence its Current on the Town beſtows; 

| To various Uſe their various Streams they bring, 

The People one, and one ſupplies the King. 


Roos 
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Pluto to Proſerpine; 
FROM 

The ſecand Book of herRape, by Claudian. 

By Mr. E U 8 D E N. 


IEAS E, * fair N to laviſh precious 
Tears, | 
And diſcompoſe your Soul with airy Fears. 
Lock on Sicilia's glituring Courts wich Scorn; 
A nobler Sceptre ſhall that Hand adorn, 
Imperial Pomp ſhall ſooth a:gen'rous Pride; 
The Bridegroom never will. diſgrace the Bride. | 
If you above Terreſtrial Thrones aſpire, 
From Heav'n I. ſpring, and Saturn was my Sire, 
The Pow'r of Pluto ſtretches all around, 
Unsircumſcrib'd by Nature's utmoſt. Bound: 


— 
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Where Matter, mould'ring, dies, where Fore decay, 
Thro' the. vaſt trackleſs Void extends my Sway. | 


Mark not with mournful Eyes the fainting Light, 


Vor tremble at this Interval of Night. 


A fairer Scene ſhall open to your View, | 

An Earth more verdant, and a Heay'n more blue}. 

Another Phæbus gilds thoſe happy Skies, 

And other Stars, with. purer Flames, ariſe. 

There chaſte Adorers ſhall their Praiſes join, 

And with the choiceſt Gifts enrich your Shrine. 

The bliſsful Climes no Change of Ages knew, 

The Golden firſt began, and ftill is new, - _ 

That Golden, Age your, World awhile could boaſt,. 

But here it flouriſh'd,” and was never loſt, 

DP Perpetual Zephyrs breathe thro' fragrant Bow'rs, . 

And painted Meads ſimile with unbidden Flow'rs :: 

Flow'rs of immortal Bloom, and various Hue; 

No Rival Sweets in your own Enna grew. EPs 

In the Receſs of a cool, Sylvan r 
A Monarch Tree projects no vulgar Shade. | 

| Encumber'd with their. Wealth, the Branches ue 4 

And Golden Apples to your Reach deſcend, t 

Spare not the Fruit,. but, pluck the blooming b 17 

The yellow Harveſt will encreaſe the more. 

Zut. I. too long on trifling Themes explain, 5 

Nor) ſpeak th? unbounded Glories of your Reign. 
In] Whos 


ro PO ETTCAZL 


Whole Nature owns pour Pow'r: Whate'cr have Birth, 
And live, and move, o'er all the Face of Earth; 
Or in old Ocean's mighty Caverns ſleep, 
Or ſportive roll along the foamy Deep; 

Or on ſtiff Pinions Airy Journies take, 

Or cut the floating Stream, or ſtagnant Lake: 
In vain they labour to preſerve their Breath, 
And ſoon fall Victims to your Subject, Death. 
Unnumber'd Triumphs fwift to you he brings, 
Hail! Goddeſs of all Sublanary Things! 
Empires, that ſink above, here riſe again, 

And Worlds unpeopled crowd th' Elyſian Plain. 
The Rich, che Poor, the Monarch, and the slave, 
Know no ſuperior Honours in the Grave. . 
Proud Tyrants once, and lawrell'd Chiefs mall come, 
And knee], and trembling, wait from you their Doom. 
The Impious, forc'd, ſhall then their Crimes diſcloſe, ; 
And ſee paſt Pleaſures teem with future Woes; 
Deplore in Darkneſs your impartial Sway, 
While ſpotleſs Sonls enjoy the Fields of Day. 

When ripe for ſecond Birth, the Dead ſhall ſtand 

In ſhiv'ring Throngs on the Terhaan Strand, 
That Shade, whom you approve, ſhalt firſt be bronght 
To quaff Oblivion in the pleaſing Draught, 
Whoſe Thread of Life, juſt ſpun, you would renew, 
Jaz nod, and Clotho ſhall re-wind the Clue. | 


Let 


— 
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Let no diſtruſt, of Pow ' your Joys abate, ,- 
* what you wiſh, and what. you pa, is Eate. 
The Rayiſher thus ; ſoark'd the weeping Fair,.. 
And check'd the Fury of his. Steeds with Care: 
 Poſſeſt of Beauty's Charms, be caliuly rode. 
And Love firſt ſofien'd the relentleſs Gd. 


* 
de Author of CATO. 


S Winde reſcu'd from th* Italian Chain,. 

And the dear Song neglected for thy Strain? 
Are ev'n the Fair reclaim'd ? And dare they ſit 
Intent on Virtue,. and be pleas'd with Wit? 
What Muſe, but thine, could thus redeem our Taſte, 
With Show deluded, and with Sound debas d? 
Hard was the Task, and worthy of your Rage, = 
You ſeem the great Alcides of the Age; N 
How gloriouſly you Riſe in our Defence! | 
Your Cauſe is Liberty, your Armour, Senſe; 
The Brood of tuneful Monſters, you controul, 
Which ſink de Se, 9 Soul: 


>? | „„ Tnoſe 


Thoſe Foes to Verſe you chaſe with manly Arts, 
And kindle Roman Fires in Britiſh Hearts. 
Oh! fix, as well as raiſe that Noble Flame, 
Confirm your Glory, and prevent our Shame j 
The routed Opera may return again, 
Seduce our Hearts, and o'er our Spirits reign :- | 
Ev'n Cato is a doubtful Match for All, 
And Right, oppreſt with Odds, again may fall; 
Let our juſt Fears your ſecond Aid implore, 
Repeat the Stroke, this Hydra ſprings no more. 


Snow zhat ws on. 4 « Lady ' 
reef. 


HOSE. envious « Flakes came dow. in haſte, 
To prove her Breaſt leſs Fair. 
. miſolv d into a Tear, 


urs ELAN. 2 4 E 
H. JULIAN ES | 


ATA L E in La Fontaine, Imitated. 


\ 1 7 HI LST on 1 their * the gentle Zephyrs 
bear 

The youthful Seaſon of the blooming Year, : 
While the bright Sun attends on Nature's Birth, 
And with a warmer Kiſs ſalutes the Earth 5 
While Venus'o'er the whole Creation reigns, I 
And Cupid revels on the flow'ry Plains; ; | 
Pregna t with Sweets, while fanning Breezes move, 
Saluting as they paſs the Citron Grove, 

And univerſal Nature glows with Love + 

feel my Blood and Spirits ſiſter glide, 

And Fancy flowing in a fuller Tide. 

Alone, I now ſome Tale of Love rehearſt . 

Or if I Number, Rill'1 dream of Verſe. 

Celeſtial Muſe! if *tis from thee my Breaſt. 

Is with the Love of Poetry poſſeſt; _ 

Raiſe thy young Poet from the Vulgar Throng, 
Suſtain his Flight, and animate his Song : ; 
Far from my Thoughts all other Cares remove, 
But: only thoſe of Poetry — Eove. | 
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Be This an \ Earneſt of my future Praiſe, 
An Omen thou wilt Bleſs my growing Days: 
Confirm the youthful Bard, who trembling fears 
To bear a Weight unequal to his Years,” , 
Shew, that it is from Thee my Heart oerflows,. _ 


pts Fancy paints the Subject, judgment wy 


In Fair Milan there dwelt, of mighty Fame, 
A. Noble Knight, and Tancred was his Name; 
Famous he was in many a bloody Fight, 
But moſt in Courtly Arts was his Delight: 
Thoſe ſofter Combats, and more pleaſing Wars, 


Which broke no Bones, nor ſeam'd the Face With 


Scars. EL, 
Ne#er did our Knight- of any She complain. | 
That much ke loy'd, and was not lov'd again. 


Envy'd by All, and Happy. was the Pame, 
Who was the Object of brave Tancred's . 
Vers'd i in the Arts of Love, full well he knew 
When to Retire, and when again Purſue. . 
Thus skeill'd the tender Moment to improve, 
Succeſs ſtill waited an his roving Love. 


Long had our Warriour thus videciows Reign'd ; ; 
A 1 by him beſieg d. was ſurely gain * 
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But in Milan chere grew not Palms eno w; 
With other Garlands he would deck his Brow; 
Be Lord of All, and own'd without Diſpute; 
Thro” all the Realms of Cupid. Abſolute, x wt 
Thus Philip's Son, of Perſia's Crown poſſeſt, 
And with the Spoils of conquer'd Nations bleſt, 
No Limits in his wild Ambition knew Fr 
And wanted Worlds to make his . New. 


Let th "yp in a obs 0 
Deſcribe their Heroe on the duſty Plain 
Make Mars his Helmet bear, bis Fauehion wield, 
And paint Minerva. om his ample Shield? 
Show him Inpatient, ſmit with Glory's. _— 
Courteous in Peace, Invincible i in Arms; 
In thickeſt Dangers all ſerene and „ 
And bring down aer ta wreath his Rows with 
Palm. 7 
But naked Laue the Sword of Mars 1 0 
yenus has keener Weapons im her Eyes. 
Unarm'd our Knight, nor Arms were his Lnteat,. | 
His amorous Courle to Pavia City bent; 
Pavia, the Place which Venus Honours moſt. 
Next her own Paphos, and the Cyprian Coaſt. 
There live the Graces, thither flock the Fair; 
Her Chariot, Doves, and all her Train were there. 
55 | | The. 
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The Legend ſays, the Kelight with Slut Care,. 
Ne'er fail'd to ſay each Morn a Magick Pray'r, | 
And then he ne'er had Cauſe of juſt Complaint, 

By Julian kept, his Tutelary Saint: 
Leſs powerful Charms, the Story goes, than ele 
Could alter Nature in her fixt Decrees. 
Wich ſuch of Old were Midnight Witches known 
Down from her Sphere to draw the lab'ring Moon. 
Twas ſaid its Virtues too prevail'd i in Love; | 
But that mean Art did Tancred never prove: "i 
Much more avails in Love, a youthful Grace, 
And the ſoft Magick of a charming face; 
The Knight rely'd on this, the Prayer once faid,. 
He ne' er ſnould Want A. Sapp nor a Bed. 


* 


Bright ate now his meaſur'd' Courſe had run 7 
The Day was ended, and the Ni ight begun: 5 
Cloſe by the Road an ancient Foreſt ſtood, 

Fenc'd from the FLING, and thick 0 werbe with 
Wood. 
By Noon- day Robbers a Retreat 'twas made, | 
And fafe they lurkt beneath the gloomy Shade, 
Thoughtleſs of Danger, Tancred urg'd. his Way; 
Out ruſh. the Gang, and ſeize the deſtin'd Prey. 
Horſe, Money, Cloaths, and All, the Villains take, 
Regain the Foreſt, and the Knight forſake. 
ED Naked, 
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Naked, Aired, 8 and eee 
On the cold Earth he hopeleſs laid kim denn. 


Pavia was diſtant . the wth ring clerk | 
And Guſts of Wind proclaim'd a Tempeſt nigh, 
No Star appear'd to guide the wand ring Knight, 
In vain he lookt; no chearful Beam of Light 
shot thro? the pitchy Darkneſs of the Night, » 
Amidſt the Wood an ancient Tree aroſe, 
Extending far its Hoſpitable Boughs ; 
Tancred that Night his Lodging there deſign d, 
As ſome ſmall Shelter from the cutting Wind. 
But ſtill from Fate more Torments he muſt prove, 
The whiſtling Winds ſtill ſhook the bending Grove, 
And Rain pour'd down, in Streams, from angry Fove, 
At length by happy Chance the Knight perceives, 
A trembling Beam dart thro* the waving Leaves z 
With Joy tranſ ported he purſues the Light, 
While forward ſtill the friendly Rays invite. 5 


7 Abour half-way, etween Pane and the Wood. 5 
Among the Fields, an ancient Villa ſtood. 
Thence, from the Light within, proc eeds the Ray, 
Which with, an ther. Omen 2 his Way. | 
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Within the Houſe a Lady, once a Wife, 
Liv'd at her Eaſe, and made the moſt of Life: 
Indulgent Fate had broke the Marriage Nooſe, 
Unty'd the Knot, and ſet the Fair One looſe. 
Long did ſhe weep her poor departed Dear, 
Said him 2 Husband's Tribute to a Tear. 
But when the Widow's cloudy Days blew oer, 
She wip'd her radiant Eyes; would Cry no more: © 
Grew chearful, airy; and then thought, at laſt, 
How beſt ſhe might repay her Sorrows paſt : | 
Propos'd again that Hymen's known Delights a 
Should make amends for all her lonely Nights. 5 
But to be ty d for Better and for Worſe; _ | 
She 11d the Bleſſing, but ſhe fear'd the Curſe, 
Far then ſhe'd be from Matrimonial Care, : 
Be Miſtreſs of her ſelf, and free as/Air. 

Ar laſt, in ſhort, a Love Intrigue preſents; 1755 
And that, The thought, might anſwer all Intents: 
Determin'd thus, ne ventures on the Game, FL 
And every 221 _ luſty Lover came. 


It hap'ned that ſame Night, as Tancred ay 
Wiringing his Cloaths, and longing for the Day; 
The loving Nymph within expecting ſate, 
And wond'red why her Lover ſtay'd ſo late. 


Nought 


Nought ES but He, was W Fo TORI ber | = 


Had order'd all Things with a Lover's Care. | 


There Ceres, Batcehus, and the Graces came, 
The gay Attendants on the Cyprian Dame. 
Ragonts and Jellies overſptead - the Board, 

And all the Wines Which Autumn could afford: : : 
Th' expecting Nymph, with Sighs and heaving Breaſt, 
Temale Impatlence, Female Love expreſt. | 


At length a trufty Page brings word, that N ight 
Her Lover was {tho' loth) debarr'd her Sight; 


Some urgent Buſineſs, what he did not lay, CN 
Fore'd | bim againft his wil to o keep $a $5 


Be this the Lover's run *twas Tantra Sala 
A Maid within, who heard the Knight complain, 
Mov'd with tits weakly Voice, and ſhudd'ring Tone, 


Looks out, and asks what Creature made that moatr 


Tancred cou'd hardly ſee the Taper's light, . 
So much the beating Rain had dim'd his Sight : 
Pierc'd thro” wi th Cold, and frozen are his Limbs, 


Let even thus he charms, and- lovely ems. my 


He tells his Quality, and' begs Relief; 

His graceful Carriage gains a quick Belief. 
She tells her Niſtrels all the heard, and 1 more, 
And ſhows her Tonered hiy ring as the Poor. 


The 
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The Fair Te often heard of Tancred's Name; boy 
Rude muſt they be, who knew not Tancred's F. me. 
The Sight her yielding Heart to Pity moy'd;; 3 a 
She brought him in, and knew not that ſhe lov'd. 
Freſh Cloaths were fetch'd ; the Stranger warm and dreſt, 
In courtly Phraſe his Gratitude TO F 


They fit, they 3 Wo N Mk was 0 reſery'd; 
The Wine is brought, and the rich Banquet ſerv'd. 
Tancred was keen; the Labours of the N ight 
Had thinn'd his Blood, and whet his Appetite, 
Hunger th' attentive Widow cou'd not move 1 
She long' d for Tancred, and ſhe fed on Love. 
Penſiye ſhe ſat, and on the Comely Knight, 
Unmoy'd with other Objects, fix'd her Sight. | 
Love, unattended with i its anxious Pains, 
Plays round her Heart, and ! in her Veins. 


— 


The Supper 8 and the Servants gone, > 
And the kind longing Couple left alone; 
A Parly ſoon began. Brave Fancred's Heart 


Was ſtruck quite thro? with Cupid's golden Dart. S 
Love choſe the Shaft, and lookt his Quiver oer 
To find a Match for that had ſtruck the N ymph before. x 
Lovers 1 imagine what moſt hidden —_ T 
See with their faney what's denied their Hyg | 

Nothing 


Her winning e eee 790 eaſie 7 4 EF og” - 1 1 
The Foot; the well turn ' d Leg, the taper Thigh, 51 
Were ſoos examin'd by bis knowing Bye; 45 2 — 
Her Hand, her Arm, r Neck, he ran all o 242 
Beſides a thouſand: nameleſs Graces more. N 
Namely be TT nor will the Muſes name; . hy a" 


Thus much fulbice, or more e Me expr . „ „ 
I leave the baſhful Maid to gueſs d che or In Cog RET 25 3 
In decent Carb ſhe fat, and | 1 
| The Loves. flew all around, 
W native Wee, 20 careleſs I 


She faw diere Tancred wich _ leſs r 3 Sh, * 
And yourhful Bloom, which Kuſht the 3 £7 


| belov'd ſhe thus. beſpok {$1 
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How rde alas, 30 you renew _ | 

The Thought of one fo. much reſembled: RY 

Thro' all his Features not one pleaſing Line, 

But does in yours with equal Beauty ſhine. 

Such Graces had propitious · Venus het 

| Around the deareſt Partner of my, Bed. 

In you his every Action I can. trace, * 

And when I look on 7e. I ſee his race: 233 

5 Tell x me ye L 4 7 ye alidher Wilke, 
W hat Stoick Apathy, what Cato cou'd deſpiſe | 

A Fair one's braiſes? whom cou'd Love diſpleaſe, 

When 4 by fuck indearing. Charms as. meſs” 


Fir'd . Praiſe, his habe e ed 
Then anſwer'd thus; and as he ſpoke, he bow'd : 

Snch, mighty Glory is not Tancred's due; l 

But, faireft Creature, what. reſembles ou! :; 

The Sun, when ſhining with Mer idian Light, 

os not one Object o 2 bright: — 


The Nymph "ag ſtopt him, and wich dent rous Arc 
Seem'd to diſlike what pleas'd her to the Heart. 
From Beauty's favourite Title: ſhe'd recede, 

Fhat for her Beauty he might ronger BI 


8 |  Aﬀerted 


Aﬀſerted moſt; In molke hape e . 
* Wir the exe res 5 


„ 
2 ab 


80 en Fr „lin. 
Avoids th' Embraces of the God of Light; 
With doubled Rays he darts upon the Skies, 
Seeks « out r the W and n ber as ſhe flies; | 


Tancred continues, praiſes oer PE 5 

All that he has, and All he has not ſeen; - 

But which fall willingly the Squire wou'd ſee, 
Were but the fair One half ſo bold as He. 


To pr aife; Laid he, your Ney as 1 ought, | 
Exceeds the Pow'r of Language, and of Thought, 
To ſpeak an Object ſo divinely bright, 
| Wou'd ask an Age, and I have but a Night; 
Which, with-your Leave, might better be employ'd: 
The Fair one ſmil'd; and Tancred overjoy'd, 

Left Compliment; provoking is Delay 

In a kind Couple, hen alone, as they. nd! 

He manag'd Love, as Generals do War, I 
Took each KFrantage,- and with haſty Care 
Urg'd on the tender Moment with the Fair. 
Artful Reſiſtance, juſt enough, was made, | 
Til Pleaſure to its Criſis was delay'd. 

| G 2 
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The + PR ſeem'd ee to . Call, | 
And anſwer'd nothing — that was faying, Au. 
Yielding, but Coy, as ſcemingly ſhe ſtroye 

To give en what ſhe gave to Love. 


Young and ungkill'd, O that 1 i e 
0 tell of all the Amorous Tancred's Deed : bp 
Him thro' Loves Groves and Labyrinths purſue, 
And keep the ardent Lover ſtill in View. 

| Round lowed 's N . 8 Flr ſhe caſt, 
And paid with Kifſes all his Labours paſt; 
This for the Thieves, and Forty for the Fright, | 

And this, and this, repay the ſtormy Night. 
Happieſt of happy Lovers; O that 1 
Such precious Favours from my Fair cou d buy; 

The greateſt Dangers I ſhou'd ne'er regard, ., | 
Nor Suff 58 feel, which ſhe would ſo reward, 


*Twas late; the whole. Creation lent lay, 55 
And Slumbers drown 'd the Labours of the Day: | 
No Noiſe was heard, all Nature ſeem'd to nod, 
And own the Empire of the ſleepy God. 

Ev'n Envy ſlumber'd, and old Morpheus ſhed. 
His drowſie Poppies full on Tancred's Head. 


The 
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The Fair departed to her Bed of Down; | 
And by the Legend i it is plainly ſhown, | N 
That happy Tancred did not lie alone. r 
How much Delight they 2 how little Ned, 


* 


I paſs e eonſtibud of a Lover 8 FLY 3 

Will in their Minds the ſoft Idea frame. > 4 

And ſhou'd I vainly now proceed to tell 

The Plenty of their Loves; 3 h might as well 

Count all the Roſes which the Zephyrs bring, 1 

or number up the Lillies of the Spring. * 

But now Aurora, Harbinger of Day, . 

Roſe from the Bed where aged Tithon lay; 
Unbarr'd the Doors of Heay'n, and overſpread 

The Path of Phebus with a bluſhing Red. 

Up roſe the Lovers; and th' obliging Fair 

Continued ſtill to Tancred all her Care: 

Him all her Treaſures and her Gold ſhe ſhow'd, 

And many Preſents on the Knight. beſtow'd :. 

Pleas'd with the ſweet Remembrance of the Night, | 

She thus repaid him for the dear Delight : 

Then the departing Knight with Tears ſhe kiſt, 

And, with repeated Vows of Romy diſmiſt. 
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Mr. Cc O N G R E 7 E. 


Orcap A 1 his cons call'd, The WY 
of the World. 5 


By Mr. STEELY, | 


V HEN Pleaſure” s falling to the low: Delight, 
In the vain Joys of the uncertain Sight, 

No Senſe of Wit when rude Spectators know, 
But in diſtorted Geſture, Farce and Show; * 

| How could, great Author, your aſpiring Mind = | 
Dare to write only to the Few refin'd! a 
Yer tho? that nice Ambition you purſue, 
'Tis not in Congreve's Power to pleaſe but few. 
Implicitly devoted to his Fame, f 


Well. dreſs'd Barbarians know his awful Name; . 

Tho' ſenſeleſs they're of Mirth, but when they laugh, 

As they feel Wine, but when, 'till Drunk, they quaff. p 

3 1 

On you, from Fate, a laviſh Portion fell 3 
In ey'ry way of Writing to excel], 

Your Muſe Applauſe to. Arabella brings, : 


In Notes as ſweet as Arabella ſings. 
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Whene'er you draw an undiſſembled Woes 7 
With ſweet Diftreſs your Rural Numbers es, | 
Paſtora's the Complaint of ey” ry Swain, Y 
Paſtora fill-the Eccho of the Plain! eh 
Or if your Muſe deſcribe, with warming Force, 
The wounded. Frenchman falling from his Horſe; 
And her own William glorious in the Strife, © 
Beſtowing on the proſtrate Foe his. Life: 
You the great Act as gen' rouſly Rehearſe, 
And all the Engliſh Fury's in your Verſe. 
By your ſelected Scenes, and handſome Choice, 
Ennobled Comedy exalts her Voice; _. * | 
You check unjuſt Eſteem and fond Deſi re,” 
And teach to Scorn, what elſe we ſhould Admire; 
The juſt Impreſſion taught by you we bear, 
The Player acts the World, the World the Player, 
Whom ill that World unjuſtly diſeſteems, ; | 
Tho' he, alone, profeſſes what he ſeems : 2 I 
But when your. Muſe aſſumes her Tragick Part, 
She conquers and: ſhe reigns. in ev'ry Heart ; 
To mourn, with her, Men cheat their private Woe, 
And gen'rous Pity's all the Grief they know "Ip? 
The Widow, who impatient of Delay, | 
From the Town-joys muſt Mask it to the Play, 
Joins with your Mourning-Bride's reſiftleſs Moan; 
_—_ weeps a Loſs ſhe ſlighted, when hee own, 
. : G 4 | 
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There trills no Muſick from this fault'ring Tongue. 
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18 POETICAL 

You give us Torment, and you give us Eaſe, 
And vary our Affections as you pleaſe; 

Is not a Heart ſo kind as yours in Pain, — 

To load your Friends with Cares you only feign; 
Your Friends in Grief, compos'd your ſelf, to leave? 
But *tis the only way you'll e'er deceive. 

Then ſtill, great Sir, your moving Pow'r employ, 
To Jul! our Sorrow, and correct our -J oy. 


LU pon a beautiful Lady with Catara ar 
a in both Eyes. * 


| By 4 Gentleman who has an Impediment in his un. 


[of Light 
W. AT mean theſe Wonders Can ſuch Beams 


Break from the ſolid: Darkneſs of the.N ight ? 
Diamonds, I now belieye, their Charms diſplay: 
Brighter in Gloom, and duller in the Day. 

Flavia, too well I know your harſh Decree, 

You ne'er can pity, whom you ne'er can ſee. 
Yet to my Paſſion lend a liſt'ning Ear, | 
You need no ſoft deluding Accents fear. 
Never on artleſs Lips Perſwaſion hung, 


Ev'n 


£ 


MISCELLANIES. thy 


Ev'n Flavia 8 Name I oft attempt in vaig, 

Long ſtruggling ſtand, unable to explain, 

At laſt, cry, Flavia, Pleaſure gives me Pain, 

Nor da 1 mourn my Voice its Aid denies 4 
For Loye' s dumb Language is beſt ſpoke by Eyes. 
But Eyes unknowing wound, my Fate is ſuch,” 

That yours too little ſee, and mine too much. 

So quick they lighten, yet ſo chaſte they roul, + 
The nice, Platonick there might kiſs the Soul, 

Love's Deities the Poets ill defin'd, 

The charming Mother, not the Boy, is blind. 

Still can you grieve your Senſe of Sight is gone? 
The reſt are doubled by that Loſs of one. 

I ſee my Flavia variouſly excel, e 

And think, but know not, how thoſe Thoughts to tell, 
You bright. Ideas eaſily diſplay, 

But fain would view the World in cloudleſs Day: 
Since then, nor I can ſpeak, nor you can ſee, 
Some other * is left, where both agree. 
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SANNAZ ARIUS. 

S Venus ones. Latona's Daughter ſpy'd 


A Prepar'>$for. Sylvan Game, the Wantow ery'd: 
What! ſtill a loit ring on the W ood- land 1 
Still ſpreading Nets for Beaſts, moſt noble Qu 
Then ſhe: With Nets I make the Beaſts my Prey. 
But who ſpread thoſe, fair, modeſt Creature, fay, 
When Naked, caught, but not alone, you-lay? 
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OW long will Cynthia own no Flame, 
And my warm Suit diſprove ? 
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Our Ages mutually proclaim, | 

Tis now the Time to loye. 4 — 
Ah! think, ** ſwift excke Minute flies, 

© How Years will Form conſume : 
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No 1 when you wither, dies; 
Ve ſicken, when you bloom 
Wo „ 
anus, rat, can Preis Way 1 
The N uptial Toys declin'd : N N 
But had ſhe been, like Venus, 15 2 ; 
Iv been, like ph ton $1) em Or 
IV. 23 * 128 
In vain you TSR < Greet I 
And willing Nature wrongs | © 7 
While Cupids languiſh in your Eyes, .. | By 
Who can believe R rev ei 114% | _ 
f %%% e dl Ln ft'T = 
Half to forbid, and half comply, SN 
Nor damps, nan e Dee N a 
In Looks, as well as Words, deny, 
Or put ont Fire with Fire. 
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e 181 «© T. ben. 
of more, ſeverely kind, affect ou 
To put that lovely Anger ns.” 
Sweet Tyrant! if thou canſt ſuſpecgt : 
Thy Wa 8 yes, yet wal Forte on. 58 
5 . H. hi 41185 WEIS 5 1 
Aw'd by Horn TE marckfal RE ao d 
Dull, formal Rules I'm. forc'd t'Obey. = 
Like Dungeon Slaves, my hafty Eyes 
| | Juſt ſnatch a Glimpſe of chearful Day, 
| | 15. AY t 
| Adſent, the deſart Walks I view 


' *yY 


Here went Eliza, there ſhe came; 


| T with Tears my lonely Couch bedew, 

s And dreaming Sigh Eliza's Name, F 

| „ Where is his Soul, the Women cry, 

| « The ſtupid-Lump ! the lifeleſs Earth! 
2. Where, ſay the Men, his brisk Reply, 


„His crimſon Glaſs, and noifiè Mirth! 
£3 J * | | 
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| 1 V. | 
Haft thou not mark'd my vurkilg' Kiſs, b ; 20 
My lawleſs Pulſe, my bounding Heart > B 8 
How oft, when wild for further Blifs, ee e LD 
All rrembling from — Arms 1 r 
VI. „ 
Ah ſpotleſs Fair ! too well I find 
My Paſſions ſtrong, my Reaſon frail : 
Ah! can 1 ſtain that - Angel Mind, 


And,. Virtue ola, let Love prevail? ? 


| a 5 
|; 1 


ah, ; 


No! down in Shades below we'll rove, 
A glorious, miſerable Fair; 
Gaz'd at through all the Myrtle Grove 

For burning Love, and chaſte Deſpair. 
n 
day, if thou lov, did ever Youth, | 8 
That wiſh'd lik® me, like me endur e? 
Do'ſt thou not blame this Swainiſp Truth, 
And wiſn my Flame were not ſo pure? 
7 IX.” 
In Pity hate me, tempting Fair, . 
An happy Exile let me flie. 
What fev'riſh Wretch his Thirſt can bear, 
That ſees the cooling Stream ſo nigh! 
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Occafioned by the fh Gf "ans 2 
Painting of King CHARLES * 
Taken in we Time of * ee 


Btabd . „ pet off 


Right Honourable GEOR G E C LAR X E. Eq; 


23 | 


one of the Lords Commiſſioners of the 


Admiralty. | 
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: 3 Pictura paſt inane 
| Malta gemens, W e fumine e 10 
N | Yb 5 


oh By Mr nen 

55 [the Great, 

VAN this be He! could CHAREES, the Good,: 
AA Be ſunk by Heaxen to ſuch a diſmal State: 
How Meagre, Pale, Neglected, worn. with Care! 
What ſteady Sadneſs, and auguſt Defpair! 
In thoſe ſunk Eyes the Grief of Years I trace, 
And Sorrow feems acquainted with that Face. 
Tears, which his Heart difdain'd, from me o erflow, 
Thus; to Survey God's Subſtitute below, 


In Yolema Anguifh, and Majeftick Won. 5 74 of 
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When: -ſpoil'd of Empire by 1 un-hallow'd. Hands, 
Sold by his Slaves, ang held in Irapibus Bands ＋ 
Rent from, what oft had ſweeten'd anxious Life, 
His helpleſs: Children, and his Boſom Wife; 
Doom'd for the Faith Plebeian Rage to e 


And fall a Victim for the guilty Land; 5 


Then thus was ſeen, abandon'd and een 
The King, the Father, and the Saint to mourn. 


Ho could'ſt thou, Artiſt, then thy Skill GP} 3 


Thy ſteady Hands thy Savage Heart betray :- 

Near thy bold Work the ſtun'd Spectators faint, 

Nor See unmov'd, what thou unmov'd conld'ſt Paint. 
What brings to Mind ack? various Scene of Woe, 
Th' inſulting Judge, the ſolemn-mocking Show, 
The horrid Sentence, a accurſed Blow. 


Where then, lt Heay? n, was 1 nadine Hand, | 


Thy idle Thunder, and thy ling'ting Brand! 


Thy Adamantine Shield, thy Angel Wings, 
And the great Genii of Anointed Kings! 
Treaſon and Fraud ſhall thus the Stars regard! 


And injur'd Virtue meet this fad Reward! 
So ſad, none like can Time's old Records tell, 


Though Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
All Names but One too low — that One too high: 


2 


MISCELLANIES. 137 
o Pow'r Supreme! how ſecret are thy Ways! 3 
Yet Man, vain Man, would trace the Myſtick Maze; 
With fooliſh Wiſdom, arguing, charge his _ SHEET 
His Balance hold, and guide his angry Rod; 
New-mould the Spheres, and mend the Sky's Deſign, 
And ſound th” Immenſe with his ſhort ſcanty Line. 
Do thou, my Soul, the deſtin'd Period wait, 
When God ſhall ſolve the dark Decrees of Fate,. 
His now unequal Diſpenſations clear, 211380 
And make all Wiſe and Beautiful aper; 


When ſuff ring Saints aloft "Ta Beams ſhall glow, : 
And proſp'rous Traitors gnaſh their Teeth below. 


Such boding Thoughts did guilty Conſcience dart, 
A Pledge of Hell to dying Cromwell's Heart: 

Then this pale Image ſeem'd t” invade his Room, 
Gaz'd him to Stone, and warn'd him to the Tomb, 
While Thunders roll, and nimble Lightnings play, | 
And the Stoxm wings his ſpotted Soul away. 


A Blaſt more bounteous ne'er did Heay'n.command 
To ſcatter Bleſſings o'er the Britiſh Land. 
Not that more kind, which daſh'd the Pride of Spain, 
And whirl'd her cruſh'd Armada round the Main; 
Not thoſe more kind; which guide our floating Tow'rs, 
Waft Gumms and Gold, and made far India ours: 

N That 
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That only Mages, which to Britain's. Shore 
Did Mitres, Crowns, and STUART's Race ive: 


- Renew'd the Church, revers'd the Kingdom's Doom, 


And 1 with GHABEES an ANNA yet to 
[come. 


0 Clarke, to TIE a STUART waſts her Reign 

O'er Albion's Fleets; and Delegates the Main; 
Dear, as the Faith thy loyal Heart hath. fworn,. 
Tranſmit this Piece to Ages yet unborn. 

This Sight ſhall damp che raging Rufhan's Breaff, 
The Poiſon ſpill, and half-drawn Sword _ 

To ſoft Compaſſion ſtubborn Traitors bend, 

And One deftroy'd a Thouſand Kings fed... 
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Dona cano Diviim, latas venantibus artes, 
Anjpicio, Nun THO nn —— Gat. 


By the ſame Hand. 


orſes and Honda their Care, thair nt 
The numerous: nd. ks g the W 
Chace, | oy 
The Huntſman” 8 choſen Rove: his bases a 
I firſt i in Britiſh Verſe SES to an; z 
A vent'rous Riyal. of the Roman Praile.' 
Let me, chaſte Queen. of- Woods, thy Aid obtain, 
Bring here thy light-foot Nymphs and ſprightly Train x 
If oft, o'er Lawns, thy Care prevents the Pay 
To rouze the Foe, and preſs the bounding I: 
Wooe thine- own Phœbus in the Task to join, 
And grant me Genius for the bold Deſign. 
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In this ſoft Shade, O, ſooth the Warrior's Fire, 
And fit his Bow-ſtring to-the trembling 1 
And teach, while thus their Arts and Arms we ſing, 


The Groves to echo, ahd The Vales to ring. 
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| Thy Care be firſt the various Gifts to tract, 
The Minds and Genius of the Latrant Race, 
In Pow'rs diſtin& the diff rent Clans excel, 
In Sight, or Swiftneſs, or ſagacious Smell; 
By Wiles ungenerous ſome ſurprize the Prey, 
And ſome by Courage win the doubtful Day.” 
See'ſt thou the Gaze-hound ! how with Glance chene 
From the cloſe Herd he marks the deſtin'd Deer! 
How every Nerve the Grey hound's Stretch diſplays, 
The Hare preventing in her Airy Maze; | 
The luckleſs Prey how treach'rous Tumblers gain, | 
And dauntleſsWelf-dogs ſhake the Lion's Mane; 
O'er all the Bloodhound boaſts fuperior _ 8 
To ſcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill; 
His Fellows“ vain, Alarms xreſects with Scorn, 
True to the Maſter 8 Voice; and learned Horn-. ] 
(His Noftrils oft, if ancient Fame ſing true, 
Trace the ſly Felon through the tainted Dew) 
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once fauff d he follows wich unalter'd Aim, | 9 | | 
Nor Odours lure him from the chofen Dd. — [; 4 


Deep-mouth'd | he thunders, and inflam'd he views, 8 
Springs on relentleſ 5, and to Death a 


n TE 4 1 
Some 1 of e Pann * we «find : | XY | | 
Of Fops in Hounds, than i in the Reas'ning Kind.) - l il 
puff d with Conceit run gadding o'er the Plain, _— 
And from the Scent divert the wiſer Train; | 
For the Foe's Footſteps fondly ſnuff their Own, ' 


And mar the Muſick with their ſenſeleſs Tone; 
Start at the ſtarting Prey, or ruſsling Wind, 

And, hot at firft, inglorions lag behind. 

A fauntering Tribe! May ſuch my Foes nee 
Give me, ye Gods, to breed the nobler Race. 
Nor grieve thou to attend, while Truths unknown 
1 ſing, and make Athenian Arts our own. 
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Doft thou-in Hounds aſpire to deathleſs Fame? 
Learn well their Lineage and their ancient Stemm. 
Each Tribe with Joy old Ruſtick Heralds trace, 

And ſing the choſen Worthies of their Race; ; 
How his Sire's. Features in the Son were ſpy'd, 
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When Die was made the vig'rous Ringwoed's Bride, 4 | 
Leſs ſure Thick Lips the Fate of Auftria doom, —_ 
Or Eagle N oſes rul'd Almighty Rome. 


Good 


4 : b 8 : es — a 
- 


=" o 


Good Shape to Faridüs Kinds old- Bards bun: 
Some praiſe the Greek, -and ſome: the Roman Line; 4 
And Dogs to Beauty make. as diff ring Claims, © 
As Albion Nymphs, and Danka“ jetty Dames. . 3% 
Immenſe to name their Lands; to mark their Bounds, | 
And paine the thouſand Families of Hounds: 
Firſt: count the Sands, the Drops where Oceans bor 
Or Gauls by Marlbrough ſent to Shades below. 

The Task be mine to teach Britannia”s Swains, 
My eee and my . Plains, 0 


2 * . 


Such bei Dog, 7 CIO, thou tear K to tan 
His Back is crobked, and his Belly plain, f 
of Fillet ſtretelrd, and huge of Haunch behind, 
A tap'ring Tall, that timbly cuts the Wind; 
Truſs-tiligh'd, Wann am'd, and Tor- ike em 0 
his Paw, 5 T i Dre, EW > 
'Large-leg'd, dry-ſol'd, and of ee Claw. 
His flat, wide Noſtrils ſnuff the ſay 'ry Steam, 
And from his Eyes he ſhoots pernicious Gleam; 
Middling his Head, and prone to Earth his View, 
With Ears and Cheſt that daſh the Morning Dew: 
He beſt to ſtem the Flood, to leap the Bound, 
And charm the Dryads with his Voice profound, 
To pay large Tribute to his weary" Lord, 


And crown the Sylyan Hero's plenteous Board. 
The 
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The Hopes and Fortune of th' illuſtrious NY" 
Deriv'd from Noble, but from Foreign Seed, 

(For various Nature loathes inceſtuous Weiß | 
Is like the Sire throughour, Nor yet diſpleafſfe 
Large 3 han 2 2770 ro right che Teber. Bale, 
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In Spiing; ke tobſe thy Pairs. Then all 1g 0 


The Stings of Pleaſure, and the Pangs of Love: 
Etherial Jove then glads, with genial Showers, 
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The Natron Bitch whoſe Womb ſhall belt produce | 


; 


Earth's mighty 9 and ee 1 "oy" wi 


W 


Flowers; e 
Hence Juices mount, ne Buds, ennbeldewa, try 
More kindly Breezes, and a ſofter Sky: 
Kind venus revels. Hark! on ev' eye 
In lulling Strains the feather'd Warblers woo. 
Fell Tigers ſoften in th' infectious Flames, 
And Lions, fawning, court their brinded Dames: 
Great Love pervades the Deep; to pleaſe his 1 


The Whale, in Gambols, moves his monſtrous Weight; 


Heav'd by his wayward Mirth old Ocean roars, 
And fcatter'd Navies "IO on diſtant Shores. 
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All Nature! Guites) Coms now, | norfomy-iy Lone; 


To tafte the Odours of the Wood · bine 8 8885 a 


'To 


ener 
To paſs the Evening Glooms in harmleſs Play, 
And, ſweetly ſwearing, languiſn Life away. 
An Altar, bound with recent Flow'rs, I rear 
No Thee, beſt Seaſon of the various Tear; 
All Hail! ſuch Days in beauteous Order ran, 
So ſwift, ſo ſweet, when firſt the World began, 
In Eden's Bowers, when Man's great Sire aſſi ign'd | 
The Names, and Natures of the brutal Kind, 
Then Lamb, and Lion friendly walk'd their Round 
And Rares, undaunted, lick d the fondling Hound, 
Wondrous to tell! But when, with luckleſs Hand, 
Our daring Mother broke the ſole Command, 
Then Want and Envy brought their Meagre Train, 
Then Wrath came down, and Death had leave to reign 
Hence Foxes earth'd, and Wolves abhorr'd the Day, 
And hungry Churles enſnar'd the nightly Prey, 
Rude Arts at firſt ; but witty Want refin'd 7 
The Huntſman s Wiles, and Famine form'd the Mind. 


8 


. Bold Nimrod firſt FA 4 Trophies 3 hes 
The Panther bound, and launc'd the briſtling Boar; 
He taught to turn the Hare, to bay the Deer, - 
And wheel the Courſer in his mid Carreer: 

Ah! had he there reſtrain'd his Tyrant Hand! . 
Let me, ye Pow'rs, an humbler Wreath demand. 8 


No 
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No-Pomps' Lask, Which ErownPintd Sceptres feld, - 


Nor dang rous Lawrels in the duſty Field 


Faſt by the Foreſt; and the limpid: Spring 
Give me the Warfare of the Woods to ſing, „ 

To breed my Whelps, and healthful preſs the Game, 
An, e . en eee — 


And now TL Female beds in ample : Woub Wy” 
The Bane of Hares, and Triumphs yet to come. 
No Sport, I ween, nor Blaſt of ſprightly Horn, 
Should tempt me then to hurt the Theſes unborn. 
Unlock'd, in Coverts let her freely run, 2 ED 


To range thy Courts, and bask before che Sun; 3, 
Near thy full Table let the Fay'rite. ſtand, = 


Stroak'd by thy Son's,” or blooming Daughter's Hand. 


Careſs, indulge, by Arts the Matron bribe, 
T Iu her Breed, and teem a Vig'r rous Tribe. 15 


80, (if ſmall Things may be compar'd x wich great, 
And Nature 's Works the Muſes imitate) , | ER 


So ſtretchd in Shades, and lul'd by. murm ring > 


Stream 8, 
Great Maro's Breaſt reti the Reap aly Dreams. * 
Recluſe, ſerene the muſing Prophet hays tA on, 


Till Thoughts in Embryo, W burt their ay: | 
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Hence Bees in State, and foaming Courſers come, 
Heroes, and Gods, and Walls of lofty Rome. 
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R E the Foundations of the World 1 were, e kid, 
| Ere kindling Light thi Almighty Word obey'd, 
Thou wert; and when the ſubterraneous Flame, 
Shall burſt its priſon, 5 and devour this Frame, 
From angry Heav' n when the keen Lightning fies, 
And fervent Heat diſſolves the melting Skies, 
Thou ftill ſhalt Be, {til}, as thou wert before, 
And know no Change, when Time ſhall be no more. 
As a ſmall. Drop i in the wide. Ocean's toſt, 
So Finns ſhall in Eternity be loſt. 
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0 Endleſs Cider Sp Eten: : 2870-5" 
Th immortal Soul Mares but a part 6f T . 3,6, 1 


For thou wert Preſent when ur Life begin, ho 
W warm * ſt ſnot up! in W Man“ 
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"Ah! what is Life ? with Ills encontpaly fond, 
Hope ; Fate ſtrikes the ſudden Wounds 
To-day th . of new Honour dream. 
| To-morrow Death. deſtroys his airy Schemes; 
Does hoarded Treaſure moulder i in thy Cheſt 2 
Or, art thou with a-beauteons Conſort bleſt? 
Thy laviſh Heir ſhall ſoon thy Wealth diſperſe, 
And wich feign'd Tears attend thy blazon'd WA 
Thy lovely Wife. reſign her balmy Breath, 

And ſtiffen i in the frozen Arms of Death. | 
Should dreadful Fate th impending Blow delay, 
Thy Mirth, will ſicken and thy Bloom decay; 
Then feeble Age will all thy Neryes diſarm, 

Nor can thy Blood i its narrow Channels warm, 
Who would vain Life on ſuch Conditions bear, 
To groan beneath the Load of Fourſcore Lear; 
Or meanly wiſh. to ſtretch this Narrow Span, | 
To ſuffer Life e the Date ene 18704 


The virtuous Soul e a note Kim, 
And looks on Life but as a fleeting Dream : 
H 2 5 


* 4 ee * ; | 

She longs to wake, and, wiſhes/to get free, 
That ſhe may launch into Eternity: 2 88 * 1 
For while to Thee ſhe lifts her ſoaring Thought, ef; 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling Fear are Nought. 5 


To we Right Honourable - LE 


Clarks, Lord Hal 2 
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By tras}lating into 1 bis Lerdfoip s ye 009 
the Boyn; axd Mr. , 5 On 5 the late ve HE, 's 
Voyage into Rs 5 


Wiit i in the YEAR 2709. 
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* O wy when bo pubic Gall fer your 


The firſt nts Products of my Muſe were mers: 
To You again in Cannifters I bring 
Theſe early . ny a 2 Spring. 


The 


.. * The Prince's Death. 


The nobleſt Feds cotta ever Bleſt our ine, 
See here tranſ] planted to the Roman Soil; 
But ſo tranſplanted, that too ſooh they ſhow, | 

They did not firſt in Roman Clit mates grow. Ll 
sure rowling Spheres in other Orbits OFT 
And Italy has loſt her warmer sun: 

Or now the boaſted | Majeſty of Rome, 

Is more than rivalld irt the! Britiſh Loom: 

Or J forget my Faults, and ſhould accuſe | £14 4h * 
The raſh Endeavours of: #-feeble Muſe. 


Fool, as ſhe was; to imitate,” ſo >... ap obs 2? 
The lov'd, the prais'd, the inimitable Song, 
And paint your Glories in the Zatian Tongue. 5 


The callow Eaglet wiſely takes his Reſt. 
Safe in the covert of a downey jt . 8211 
Till grown. mature in Strength, he dares to flie, 
Faces the glaring Sun, and tow'rs on high, 
And bears the ratling Thunder thro' the Sky. 


As in return to Heav'n for large Supplies. 
From the ſame Gifts we cull a Sacrifiee; 
So you receive a Labour of your own, 
If, thus diſguis'd, the wond'rous Piece be known: 
If thro' this rough-drawn Copy till you trace 
Some lively Features of a beauteous Face, 
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But I beyond Promethean Frauds af] pire, 

Not only ſteal, but ſmother Heav'nly Fire. 
Where are the Flights, (true Criticks may reclaim) 
The Heat, the Force, and Fancy, Wing'd with Flame? 
Where is great William's glorious Image ſeen, - 
Tite Jove, his Grandeur, and like Mars, his Mien? 
No Gods deſcending here adorm the Scene. | 

Such was the Change, when bright Diana ſtood 
Amidſt her thouſand Nymphs, beſmear'd with Mud: 
Alpheus, cloſe purſuing, gaz'd unmov'd, £1 
Nor knew the Sandee he ſo e lov'd. 


Yet blame your Muſe, aha gave too re Deg ; 
Tis fatal to be eminently Bright. e 
You from Tranſlations: had eſcapꝰ'd unharm' d. $1 2152 
Were I leſs daring, or had you leſs charm'd. 
Poems I view'd around of ev'ry Size; 


But, Pirate-like, flew to the richeſt Prize. 


So ſtarting ſudden from his dark Abode, 
To chuſe a Conſort, ruſh'd the Stygian God. 


Scouring, he drove his Steeds o'er Enna's Plains 


Thro' Crowds of ſwooning Nymphs, and frighted 
On ev'ry Side his eager Eyes he caſt, Lier 
But Proſerpine the reſt in Form ſurpaſt. 
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The Raviſher no longer could forbear, 135 
Furious on Her he: ſeiz'd, cho“ many a OY 
And all n W Pride was! TRAYS 


Some, by! kind 1 to n rel their Wer, 
And without Dawnings ſnow la glorious Day: 
Others, by Fortune, and induſtrious ret 1 28 
Arriye at Honours, in the Noon of Life. 

Many by painful, flow degrees end. * 
And anxious, *till the Verge of Death, attend. 
Great Dryden did not early Great upper, 
Faintly diſtinguiſh'd in his thirti'th Tear: 
But Nature, when ſhe would a Poet doom fre, ts” 8 
To ſhow ripe Wonders in his op'ning Blooms N 
Laviſhly gives from all her choiceſt Mines, 

And the rich Oar with nicer Care refines.. 

Britannia N ſuch Bleſſings are but h E 
A e e, and a M . gue. <5 4 
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Could you, my Lid, the 1 Muſe forgre 
And bid the Criminal, twice Guilty, live; 
Yet how can ſhe thoſe Injuries defend, | 
Done to your Dear, (alas!) departed Friend? 5 
Stepney! in foreign Courts a Fav'rite Name, / 
For eyer ſacred to the Voice of Fame. 


Hy: Abroad, 
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Abroad, at Home, his Adtions Wonder moy 'd; 
Great was the Glory to be thus approv'd,'. 
But greater that, to be by you belov'd. 


O! were the Graces which adorn your Mind, 
Not to themſelves ſo gloriouſſy unkind! 
Could you, untroubled, your own Praiſe receive, 
Who Praiſe to others are ſo pleas'd to give? 
Fir'd with the Theme, 1 had not crept ſo long 


In lowly Numbers, and a rural Song. 


Ev'n now my Voice I would attempt to raile, 42 7 


And to new Wonders conſecrate new Lays. 
Such, as might ſooth the moſt harmonious Ear. 


Nor ee the nor Ad -u, ſhould bluſh, to bear. 


But you already medeſtly refuſe, - 
And check the Sallies of th' ambitious Muſe. 
Yet tho“ your Glories are with Care conceal'd, 
Virtues, when cover'd moſt, are moſt reveal'd. 
We view with Pleaſure ey'ry vulgar Stone, 
While richeſt Jewels are with Caution ſhown. 
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Ready ng. the 83 on, ; ; Milton L 
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. 00 K hee! ye ra who deſerve chat Name, 

And lewdly raviſh the great . Critic's Fame; 
In cloudleſs Beams of Light true Judgment plays,» 
How mild the Cenſure, how: refin'd the Praiſe 
Beauties ye paſs, and Blemiſhes ye all,” | 
Profoundly read, and- Eminently dull. 
Tho' Lynnets ſing, yet Owls feel no — 
For they the beſt can Judge, who beſt can Write, | 
O! had great Milton but ſurviy'd to hear 
His Numbers try'd, by ſuch a tuneful Ear, | 
How would he all thy juſt Remarks commend 2 
The more the Critick own the more'the- Friend, 
But did he know once your Immortal Strain, © 
Th' exalted Pleaſure would encreafe to Pain: 1 
He would not bluſh for Faults he rarely Ee 
But bluſh for Glories, thus excell'd by you.” 
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Pen, White's and Will's... 5 

7 To purling Rills a a © 
The Love-ſick Strephon flies; 3 5 
There, full of Woe, © 
His Numbers flow, _ | | = 
Anda fy e, be. Wien... 2+! 
. . 
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The far Coquert, ET 
With feign'd Regret, = 
Invites him back to Town; 
But when, in Tears, 5 | CER 
The Youth appears, fs > 05, ES 
She meets him with a Frowpn. T 
Full oft” the Maid 
This Prank had -play'd, | 
Till angry Strephon {wore ;. 
And, what is ſtrange, - 
Tho' loth to change 
Would never ſee her more. 
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0 aid the wag Tipe i in hoarſe Noten begin 
The expected Signal to the acibb'ring Green; 
While the mild Sun, in the Decline of Day, 
Shoots from the diſtant Weſt a cooler Ray. 
Alarm'd, the ſwweating Crowds forfa ke the Town, 
Unpeopled Finglas is a Deſart grown. 
Joan quits her Cows, that with full Udders ſtand, 
And low unheeded for the Milker's Hand. 
The joyous Sound the diſtant Reapers hear, 1 
Their Harveſt leave, and to the Sport repair. 
The Dublin-Prentice, at the welcome Call, 
In Hurry riſes from his Cakes and Ale; 
Handing the flaunting Sempſtreſs o- er the Plains, 
He ſtruts a Beau n the ee Swains. . 
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25 The Butcher's a Spouſe amidſt the e | 
Rubb'd clean, and tawdry dreſt, puffs flow along: 
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Her pond'rous Rings the wond'ring Mob behold;, 

And dwell on every Finger heap'd with Gold: 

Tong to St. Patrick's filthy Shambles bound, 

Surprizid, ſhe views the rural Scene rd. 4 

The diſtant Ocean there ſalutes her Eyes, 

Here tow 'ring Hills in goodly Order riſe; 

There f fruitful Valleys long- extended lay, 5 1 

Here Sheayes of Corn, and Cocks of fragrant Hay: 

While whatſoe'er ſhe hears, ſhe ſmells, or ſees, 

Gives her freſh Tranſports ; and ſhe doats on Trees, 

- Yet, (hapleſs Wretch!) the ſervile Thirft of Gain - 
Can force her to ber Rinking Stall again. / 


* 


: f 
—— * 


Nor e Steyr dla there: 


To make a Penny of the Rogues that ſwear; 
With ſupercilious Looks he awes the Green, 
Sirs, keep the Peace 1 repreſent the Queen. 
Poor Paddy ſwears his: whole Week's Gains away, 
| While my young Squires blaſpheme, and nothing pay.. 
All on the moſſie Turf confus'd were laid, 
The jolly Ruſtick, and the buxom Maid, 
A via for the Som too he delay'd, 


ne, lo, old Arber amid the Croud, 
Prince of. the. annual Games, proclaim'd aloud, 


= 
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' Uncultivated Charms adorn her Fice, 
Her roſi e Cheeks wirn modeſt Bluſhes glow; 


What Boſom beats not in fair Oonah's Cauſe NM 


Exact in ev'ry Limb, and form'd for Speed. | 


* 


7. 3 


The fwifteſt wins a Smock enrieh'd with Dates, 
« A Cambrick Kerchiff ſhall the next adorn, wy 
And Kidden Gloves ſhall by the third be wort: 
This ſaid, he high in * diſplay'd each Prize; 
All view mu e W with ee —_ nl % 
Fair al ar the Barkier fiſt appears; Lo Og 
Pride of the neighb'ring Mill, in Bloom of ears; 
Her native Brightneſs borrows not one Grace, 
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At once her Innocence and Beauty ſhow :: 
Oonah the Eyes of -each Spectator aws, 
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TalFas a Pine, Majeftick Nora ſtood, 
Her youthful Veins were ſwell'd with ſprightly Blood, 


Inur'd to. Toyls, in wholeſom Gardens bred, 


To: thee, O Shevan; next what Praiſe is due? 
Thy Youth and Beauty doubly ſtrike the View, 
Freſh as the Plumb that keeps the Virgin Blue! 
Each well deſeryes the Smock, but Fates decree 


an One muſk wear it, tho” deſery'd by Three. 
7 _ "owe 
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No.] Side by Side the A ivals ſtand. 
| Mn fix: their on e thy appoimad Hand: 
Not fam'd Camilla ran with fleeter Pace. "ps | 
Nora, as Lightning {ſw t; the reſt'0'er-paſs'd, 
While Shevan fleetly ran, yet ran the laſt, _ 
But, Oonah, thou hadſt yenus on thy ſide a | 

At Nora's Petticoat the Goddeſs: ply: 3 
And in a trice the fatal String unty'd. a 
Quick ſtop'd the Maid, nor wou'd, to win the Prize, 
Expoſe her hidden Charms to yulgar Eyes. 

But while to tye the treach'rous K not ſhe ſtaid, 
Both her glad Rivals paſs the.weeping Maid. 
Now in deſpair ſhe plies the Race again, 
Not winged Winds dart ſwifter o'er the Plain: 
She (while chaſte Dian aids her hapleſs Speed) 
Shevan outſtrip'd——-- nor further cou'd ſucceed. . 
For with redoubled haſte bright Oonah flies, 2 
Seizes the Goal, and wins the nobleſt Prize. 


Loud Shouts and Acclamations fill the Place, 
Tho! Chance on Oonah had beſtow'd the Race; 
Like Felim none rejoyc'd-—-a loyelier Swain 
Ne'er fed a Flock on the Fingalian Plain, . 

Long he with ſecret Paſſion loy'd the Maid, | 
| ? . stript 


| stript for the Race how bright did ſhe appear pear ! b | 

No Cov'ring hid her Feet, her Boſom bare, 
And to the Wind ſhe gave her flowing Hair. 
A thouſand Charms he ſaw, conceal! Nabe = 
Thoſe, yet ea. he er — vere more. 


„ + M's . 785 n 4 
Felim, as ; Night-came ond young W e 
Soon willing Beauty was by Trutli ſubdu d. 


No jarring Settlement their Bliſs annoys, 
No Licence needed to defer their. Joys. | 
Oonah ere Morn the ſweets of Wedlock a, 3 
Thb n wens a * 
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pon the happy Diſappointment of the French 
Invaſon, in favour 9 # on TRE Prince. 
of Wales. | . 


Witten in the Year 1707... 
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7 Sacred Bards! 0 alt ye tuneful Throagt!« 

' Raiſe Anna's Name in an immortal Shang; | 
Let ev'ry Breaſt the tuneful God inſpire, 
Kindle Poetic Flames, a true Celeſtial Fire. 
Let ſofter Ovid now neglected lie, 

And ſoar on Maro's Pinions to the Sky. 
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Let Cams fam · Sg ift lofty Nufebers ſing, Wye? 
And Iſs" Swans their rival Muſick bring. oor 
. Let Garth renew his pleaſi ng Strains, and draw 
Fam'd- Annais Form as bright as great Naſſas; 
Her let the Virgins in- their: Songs proclaim, 
And ſmiling Babes lifp out the darling Name; 

Let every Voice her lafting Praiſe reſound, oP 
And ciao OY the Chorus: 
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No baſe pon can diſturb wy PREY 
His vain Attempts thou moekeſt with Diſdain, | 
Thou Empreſs of the Land, thou Goddeſs of the Main. 
so have I ſeen a Meteor blaze on high, .* 
Dance chro- the ſpaces of the liquid Sky, 
Then quickly fade, and in a moment die. 
Go Purple Cheat! Let St. Germain contain 8 
Thy narrow Empire, and thy baffled — - - 
There rule thy Fill, and fancy'd (1-297 wield}, 
And Kingdoms in Uropian Regions build. | 
In State and Port with Latian Ceſars vie, | 
Act the Mock Prince, and mimie Majeſty; SEES 2 « 
Let-crowds of Slaves around thy Table wait, 
Attend thy Nod, and truckle to thy State. 
Such viſionary Realms does Lewis give, 
And ſuch the Crowns his faithful Friends receive. 
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Britan- 


Britannia 8 generous Sons behold: ah Seon 
A Popiſn Pageant by Contrivanee- born: 7 
Hold, puny, Wretch ; the Briton is 00 brave, 4 
Sooner hell free born die. than live a abe e BEE 2 


Let the baſe Turk and Gaals ignoble Swains | 5 7 
Their Fetters hug, and glory in their Chain zj 
But all ye Heay'nly Pow'rs permit that we . 24 
Nos 0 Jike M 22 ne. e * Ae FRA E 

As tow” ring dane a to Hl ; 250 eld, art 2 y þ 


And own'd her Soy "raign.c of the wat' ry Field, * 
When Drake and Rawleigh laſting Teng rear'd, 
And early i in the Book of Fame appear d: op) 
80 Gallic Heets, victorious Annas fi; 
Truſting to Canvas Wings, they dare not 1 
The Britiſh Force, nor caſt the, fatal Die; . 7 
Now Leak and: Bing. with Noble Dorſey, gain, * 
Eternal Honours on It. brigy „ Ot 
Whilſt crowds. of Hero's: und deen he, NES 4 
Above the Wing: of ek Muſe as mine, nf 5 - a 
Whoſe gallant Breaſts have future Wars in view, 

Deſtin d to fave old Worlds, or o new. gt = 


. b * 4 * 
Then whirher, F Fe Ir Pretender, ik thou n * 
Thy Patron. e 00 late, By Ruin . ; 
"wat > oe EONS ARIEL”: 2 oF Z 
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Bacchus his Herb {hold - | 


162. POETICAL. 
In ſome as. Convent hide thee from the d. 


Shave thy thin Skull, and to St. Lewis Ss Line: 
Let Pater-#oftprs-be thy conſtant Theme; 
But never more of e bares ae. au 
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Hoevernlth a mean Abode preſümes | 
To lodge that facred Herb, whoſe * 

| Funtes | | 

(More Ad than Sabzan odr tary” 5 

Play round the Noſe, and wanton in the N 

May Æſeulapfus let him always want 3 08 i 

The Virtues of the Health-reffoting Plant; 

Or let th” unworthy Sinner be confin'd 

To abject Weeds of ſome Pleheian "T9" 8 

ave for its 1 * 

The Workmanfhip of the - Eincan God, 

Well-poliſht Steel, that,. like the Mimick cad. 

Reflects the Image of che Smoaker's Face, (25 

And lets him ſee how well a taper Pipe, 58 

Of Mold refin'd, becomes his humid Lip. * 

Such, ſuch a Seat is worthy to receive 8 

The Myſtick,. Dionyſian, ſhort- cut Leaf. 


Pan. 


Seve” 
2 
i fit, 


a __ * angry Jove a D U t pac 
A fatal Troop of Maladies contain'd ; CE 
This better Gift as many "Cures does hold, % 33% 
As were Diſeaſes in that Box of old. 5 
Here, Were I not confin'd in narrow Space, 
The Virtues of the wond'rous Herb I'd trace; 
How its green Beauties flouriſh, in what Ground, 
And by that happy Change it was by Liber tar 2 25 
How the defect of Talk it.can ſupply, _ 
If we this other way our Breath em —_ 
How it colle&ts the Thoughts, ahd' ſerves inflead 
Of biting Nails, or harrowing up the Head, 
But this great Task I leave to future Rhimes, 
And abler Poets born in better Times, . 
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By Mr. BUDGELL. 
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a. 


] M not one of your ops, whe] hab a ben Laſs; 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an Aſs : 
Life is dull without 25 and not en the obs | 


ſelling; ; 


But Fools make a Curſe, * was meant for a Bleſſg. : 
While 


POR TICAL 


While his Godſhip not rude 1 aon him my Wl 1 
? Breaſt, +: - 1" 6164-45; l 01 

But, by Jovg, out he goes, houls he once. break. my 
Reſt. HA | 443 . 4 4 

I can toy with” a Girl * an . to allay 
The Fluſter of Youth, or the Ferment of May; 

But muſt beg her Excuſe* not to bear Pains. or Anguiſh 


For that s not to Love, * herleave, *. 1 Fae... 


cont F . 
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By anther Hand. _- 
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FH E will Ane wh 1 gere, 

| ---- My. caviſh'd Eyes reprove, — 

And chide em from the only Face SR 

Td can behold with "RO ; (Hed ered 

WE" x 

To ſhun your Scorn, and eaſe. my care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind: 

And, while I range from Fair to Fair, 

Still ht N find. 

Te I. „ 

But oh! how faint is ev'ry Joy offs 

. Where: Nature has, no Fart: 
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New Beauties may my Eyes! implay; 1, 15 
But . n Heart. ! en dang; . 


* 
7 AV. I i Wile AE 
* * 1 * 3; 3 1 
EOS 4 84 
So reſtleſs Exiles, as _ roam, 013 ihak- + 
Meet Piry ev'ry where; : 185 55 1 "ns fs 1 
5 5 . = 
Yet languiſh for their Nate Stowe," AKT v7 4 
I | 
Tho? TR artends” em there... 271 e 5 
FTC Ki 10 3117 1 
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2 between the es 80 OPHIA 1 — 
Abe preſent King of Sw——=n had de- 
manded in e 95 and the Prince Rojal 
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Eroick Youth, in obo a warlike Grace 
Strives with the Softheſs of an Angel Fug. * 
No Fair, When you your tender Homage Pays 
Can long. refuſe to name the happy Day: |: 
Vanquiſh'd in Love, your. conſcious Rival tries F #4 
To conquer Worlds, and from his Paſſion flies; 
Striving to quel the Torments of Deſpair, 
By Joys of Conqueſt, or by Death in War. 
Your Sword ſhall ſtem his Glory s rapid Courſe, 
As s Beauty s Prize you won by Beauty's Force, 
Never 


11 3 
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Such Majeſty in ſo much-Sweerneſs loſt EY: 1 


The faireſt Mold. incloſe the faireſt Mind. 
Fixt by her matchleſs Charms, amaz d. ownz 


And his preſumptuous Flame witk Pain conceals z 


ry at'a Gar wad and in Silence dies. 


Þ ſecret 2 bliſsful Hour def d. One 
Of bright Sophia's Beauties now poſſeſt ip 
{Her Heart conſenting you ſhow'd both be leſt) 


\ 


„ 


* Mt ; 35 
Never <ou'd Bride a Form ſo loyely boat, 


The due Proportion ey'ry' Feature ſhows, 
And a Celeſtial Bloom around them. glows.” 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, the wond ring Audience fd 


Perfection was reſerv'd for her alone. 


Their fatal Force che wyounded Gazer feels, 


| Beholds the heav'nly Maid with hopeleſs 788 8 
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But you, 5 our 9 Pulle, whoſe e lafant non, [fir 
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Can Rules of State ſtill make you, wiſh i in vain, | 
Or tedious Forms unbounded Love reſtrain? ----- \ 
| Indulgent Heav'n foreſaw thy Exceſs of Joy 1 
Too ſuddenly conferr'd migh Life deſtroy; . a 
And mixing higheſt Bliſs. with juſt Allay, LE EN in v 
The * made; but bid the Lover . 1 
eee e 
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| Which Legere. ated: in Ani. 5 Smiles, 
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1 1 drank the ſweet, tho poys nous cons Drage 
Loye vex'd to ſee his Favours vainly ſhown, . _ 
The peeyiſh Urchin murder'd with a Frown. | 
What cautious Youth would thence hare tear'd 1 ze? 
Can Beauty from Deformity Arie? 


In cloudleſs Nights d do Light' nings harmleſs ay, | 
And only blaſt from a tempeſtuous Sky | 


8 Janus. haunts che Shiades and peaceful Groves,” 


ts, Her. Looks, are tender as her Doves, 
Smooth'd were the Waves, ind ev'ry Triton ſung, 
When from old Ocean firſt the Goddefs N 
Aurelia ; ſhuns'the- Cum, and loves the — 
Ruffles | her Paſſi ons to improve her Form. 


She by ſome Art, to th' artful Sex unknown, 197 0 


Has all the Graces, when the reſt have none. — 


; * 0 1 x 5 a . 5 
E POETUC 4E 
| e + vis. 5 _ = ** 'E ö 


Th u unſated Victor ſeeks new „Triumphe fill, 

And whom her Eyes but wound, her 4 muſt kill 
No hope of Safety, oe inflam'd ber Breaſt; — 2 
At once the Charmer Looks, and Talks the beſt 

So | Dryden ſweeteſt ſung, by Envy fir'd, OOO 
Thirſt of Revenge, where Phoebus fail'd, hiv. 

His Antony did Sydley's Mule o'ertake, & 

And Abſalon was wyrit for Zimri's ſake. 
New Injuries new e * n 
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„ the fame Hand. 


70 ale my Friend, 550 1 can > Delis prize, 
"When Myra's Shape I view, or Cynthia s Eyes: 
ka tedious Anſwer ſhall create you Pain, 

For Beauty, if but Beauty, - diſdain. 
Tis not a Mien, that can my Will controul, 


A ſpeaking Body with a ſilent Soul. 
The lovelieſt Face to me not lovely. ſhows, - 


From the ſweet Lips if melting Nonſenſe flows, 


Not 


lor 


MISC ELLANITE S. 169 
Nor muſt the tuneful Chloris be my Choice, 
An Farthly Mind ill ſuits a Heav'nly Voice. 


What! tho" my Delia not decay'd appears, 
She wants (you cry) the gawdy Bloom of Years, 


True; but good Senſe perpetual Joys will bring, 


Her Wit is ever youthful as the Spring. 

Thoſe flutt'ring Sparks, who faſhionably burn, 

And hourly for ſome fair Dorinda mourn: 

Soon as the fancy'd Goddeſs is enjoy'd, 

To find her Woman, ſicken, and are cloy'd, . 

Not ſo my Delia ſhall conſume her Charms, 

But riſe each Morn more Beauteous from my Arms. 
With envious Swiftneſs rouling Years may move, 
Impair her Glories, not impair my Love: 


_ Time's waſteful Rage the Husband ſhall deſpiſe, 


And view the Wife till with the Bridegroom's. Eyes, 
So kneels at ſome fam'd, antiquated Shrine, 

The pious Pilgrim to the Pow'r Divine. 

Around he ſees wild, rugged Heaps of Stone, 


Where Parian Marble once, and Faſper ſhone : 


Yet conſcious, what thoſe Ruins were of Old, 
Dares not, unmoy'd, the moſlie Walls behold ; 
But trembles at the Deity's Abode, 

And owns the pow'rful Preſence of the God, 


POETICAL' 


* * 
| 1 


On a ; Diſpute 635 a G en TEM 4 


the Excellence of ſome of Mr. Dryden's 
Hi ritings; when a Lady, being at d ber 
Opinion, — hem. 


By the fame 8 


0 Dryden I Muſe I early Joan pay 3 
And Manhood fix d the Choice oY Youth had 
made: | 8 

The Numbers flow'd delightful from his . 
And all was Harmony, when Dryden ſung— 
But ſince Cleora the ſweet Bard diſdains, 15 

Harſh i is his Verſe, and rugged are his dean 
| Not kneeling Torriſmond can Pity move, 
And the World ſeems too meanly loft for Love, 

Nor let my Rival triumph, tho“ J yield; 
Her Charms, and not his Reas'nings, won the Field. 
Pleas'd with Cleora's Genſures, I ſubmit: | 
Bo fair a Face is ſure a Judge of Wit. 
Rough are the Lines, that rough to her appears 
Her Eyes confeſs the Juſtneſs of her Ear. 
The fam'd Corinthian thus redeem'd het: Cauſe, 
And with bright Glances baffled all the Laws. 


Her 


* 


The Faults they ſaw, they now can ſee no more, 
And blame thoſe Actions, which they prais'd before, 


And Beauty won, where Eloquence had fail'd. - 


99 


| MISCELLANIES 


Her Orgeors had labour'd long in vain __ 

Io prove her Inſur'd, and her Right regain. 5 

: Imperial Reaſon ſtill unwarp'd was found, EE: 
And juſt Decrees the joyful Victor crown'd: © 
"Till Lais, riſing with a ſweet Surprize, 5 


Diſclos'd her Boſom, aud un veibd her Eyes. 
Amaz'd, each Judge, the ſilent Pleader view'd, 
Repeal'd the Sentence, and her Suit renew d. 


Triumphant Wrong o'er yanquiſh'd Right preyail'd, 
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W FROM. 


The Fourth Book of Srarius's s 
Thebaid. "Rn 


Doginning at Vn. 11 246. 
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By the ſame Hand. 
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FAREEGE thus embroyl'd, and Arms around 
G dropartd, d. - 

With Joy the young Parthenopeus heard. | 
New to the Field, yet fir'd with Thirſt of Fame, 
The beauteous, blooming, beardleſs Heroe came. 
Mean-time beyond the bleak Lyceus ftray'd | 

Swift Atalanta in a diſtant Glade: = 

Purſu'd the Sylvan Game with eager Joy, 
Nor fear'd-the Danger of her Fay'rite Boy. 

Oh! had her Heart the leaft Foreboadings known! 
The Mother's Fondneſs had preſery'd the Son, 

Had bid the Warrior to the Groves retreat, 

And cool'd a glorious, but deſtructive Heat. 

Never of. Beauty to a Male before 
Ludulgent Nature layiſh'd ſuch a Store. 


MISCELLANTES. 73 
Yet the rich Work compleatly ſhe deſign'd: 

A Woman's Face conceal'd a Manly Mind. 

A Proof of Courage in each Act appears; 

But what is Courage in ſuch tender Years ?: - 

For him, the Nymphs, that haunt the verdant Woods, 
Or bathe their ſnowy Limbs in cryſtal Foods; 

Or on the Mountain ſport, or on the Plain, ; 

All ſigh'd, all languiſh'd, and all burn'd in vain. 

And ſure his Form might Nymphs inflame with Love.. 
Which could Diana's ſettled Hate remove. EIS — 
For when ſhe ſaw, in the Manalian Shade; | 
How the fair, ſiniling,. little Wanton play'd; 

How harmleſs o'er th' unbending Graſs he flew, 
Of the ſtol'n Raptures ſhe unmindful grew: 

Well ſeem'd the Virgin in the Mother loſt, 

That could this ſweet, this heay'nly Burthen boaſt, 
New Friendſhip ſoon the Goddeſs did commence, 
Recall'd th* Offender, and forgave th' Offence, 

The marks of Honour did again beſtow, 

The Darts, the 2 and the Cretan Bow. 


"TY unfledg'd Cad yainly raſh of Thought, 
Already burns with Battels yet unfought. 
To his quick View the bloody Scene appears, 
And comely Duſt his yellow Locks beſmears. 


13 Tranſports: 
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ih] Tranſports unknown the num'rous Captives yield, 
While the gay Victor prances o'er the Field. 


His wonted Pleaſures now delight no more; 
No Mufick in the Hounds that bay the Boar. 
1 Inglorious ſeem the Conqueſts of the Wood; 
| He ſcorns the Dart, not dy'd with human Blood. 
Unarm'd the Youth, how lovely to behold! 
But glitters ſweetly fierce in burniſh'd Gold. 
His Surcoat glows, rich with the Tyrian Stain, 
While Diamond Claſps the waving Folds reſtrain. 
His Shield for Lightneſs of ſmooth Skins was made, 
Where his fam'd Mother's Triumph ſhone diſplay'd: 
Deep in th' Ætolian Boar was fix'd the Reed, 
And in the Paint the Sayage ſeem'd to bleed. 
In his Left Hand a Bow with graceful Pride 
He bore, his Right the Cydon Eugh ſupply'd. 
No vulgar Art adorn'd his Coat of Mail, 
With feather'd Gold, and many a ſhining Scale; 
Eis radiant Helm the waving Creſt ſurrounds, : 
And on his Back his Amber Quiver ſounds, i - 
But the pale Amber Jaſpers green enchaſe, 
And with a livelier Verdure die the Grafs. 
His fiery: Courſer ſnorts and neighs aloud, 
With Wood-land Spoils of ſpotted Lynxes. proud, 
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In Swifineſs, us'd to leave the Mountain-Hind, 
A Rival. for the ſweeping, Northern Wind ; 
With Joy his Maſter, ſheath'd in Arms, he a ; 
But wonder'd at a Weight unfelt before: . 4 
His Maſter pleas'd, and fluſh'd with youthful Grace, | 
Flew all around, and brighten'd ev'ry Place. 
Arcadian Cohorts; firm, experienc'd Bands, 
Encloſe their Lord, and wait his dread Commands. 
Arcadians, Time's firſt Sons, who ſcorn to trace 
From the known Origin a mortal Race; 
Who your dark Pedigree conyey too high, 
Ere Moon, or Stars, were lighted in the Sky. 

Ere Nature's Rudeneſs Art had taught to yield, 

| Unbuilr each City, and untilld each Field. 
From that loſt Era you der ive Four Birth, 
And Steps firſt printed on the wond'ring Earth. 
The hardy Race (if Fame the Truth has ſung) 

From rigid Sires, and wooden Parents ſprung. 
The lab'ring Oak a ſtubborn Off-ſpring bred, 
And kindly with freſh Show'rs of Acorns fed. 
From the tall Aſh a new Creation roſe, | 
And teeming Lawrels felt a Mother's Throws. 
The Beech Prolifick prov'd in like degree, 
And a green Infant drop'd from ev'ry Tree. 
Theſe early, young Inhabitants begun 
To watch the Motions of the rolling Sun. 
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New to the ſtrange Viciſſitude of Liohe, 


They trembled at the ſwift Approach of Night: 
While Phabus haſten'd to the Meſtern Streams, 


In yain they follow'd to o'ertake his Beams: 

Then weary'd, heay'd W „ and begg'd his 
Stay, 

Hung with their Eyes on the laſt fainting "ey | 

And mourn'd, and ſicken'd in deſpair of e 
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FROM 


The Fourth Book of STAT1vs? 5 
Thebaid. 


Beginning atVers E * 


By the ſame Hand. 


IA ME now th' important Secret had betray'd, 
1 And to the Mother the ſad Truth convey'd, 
Ar her raſh Son, inflam'd with War's Alarms, 


Had march'd, and all Arcadia rous'd' to Arms. 


Struck with the fatal N ews, at firſt ſhe found 


No Strength, and as her uſeleſs Arrows round, 
T hen 


„ 


Then ſwift, as Storms, that rend the lofty Woods, - 


O'er Rocks ſhe flew, and ſtem'd the foaming Floods. . 


Her looſen'd Robes, neglected, flow'd behind, 
Her Locks at Pleaſure ruffled in the Wind. 
The Mother Tygers thus, their Children ſlain, 


Purſue the murd'ring Wretch, and ſcour along the Plain. 


Cloſe to her Son ſhe ſtood; the Red forſook 
His Cheeks, and ſnow'd a pale dejected Look: 
Then cry'd, What Frenzy has poſſeſt my Boy 2: 
Hence vain, deluding Honour, airy Toy !: 

Can thirſt of Fame impertinently raiſe - 

In ſuch a tender Breaſt fo fierce a Blaze? 


Leave Arms, my Child, to Men; nor tempt'too' far 


The ſweating Toils, and dreadful Shocks of War. 
Too ſoon; alas! thy: feeble Strength would yield, 
In the rough Tempeſt of an Iron Field. 
Nor do I ſeek to damp a glorious Fire; 

But wiſh thy Vigour anſwer thy Deſire... 
Trembling, I ſaw thee late (nor vain my Fear) 
Launch at the briſtling Boar-thy. pointed Spear, 
The Savage turn'd,, nor could thoſe Nerves repel: ' 
His Rage, and only not ſupine you fell: 


Then if a winged Death I had not ſped, — *. 


Where would that reſtleſs Valour now be fled?* 
You no more Dangers had induſtrious run; 
But now thoſe Darts will not protect my Son :: 
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Nor truſt thy Erring Bow, nor Martial 3 | 
And the vain Swiftneſs of that dappled Horſe, ' 
Arms thou attemp'ft, ſcarce able yet to prove 
The ſweet Fatigues, and ſofter Wars of Love. 
Too true the fatal Omens, which I took, | 
When ſudden all the vaulted Temple ſhook; 
Diana's Image, bending, ſeem'd to fall, 

And ſaggy Spoils dropp'd from the ſweating Wall. 
No wonder, that my Bow with Pain I drew, 
And Arrows, guiltleſs of Deſtruction, flew. 

Ah! ſtay, my Heroe, ſtay, too Brave! too Young! 
Till riper Years have ſlacken'd Sinews ſtrung: 
Till on thy Cheeks a Shade gives manly Grace, 
And the ſoft Mother has forſook thy Face. | 

Thy Boldneſs then ſhall be no more deplor'd, 
And 1 my ſelf will reach, unask'd, thy Sword. 
No idle Tears thy Eagerneſs ſhall blame, 

In Paths of Glory, and Purſuit of fame. 
But homeward now, my only Hope, retire ; 
Can you, Arcadians, ſuch a Chief deſire? 

Let gen'rous Pity ſpare the tender King, 

Or not from Trees, but fine Rocks, you ſpring. 
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March the 26th, 1712. 


ON s have the Writers of this Warlike Age 
With human Sacrifices drench'd the stage; | 

That ſcarce one Hero «dares demand Applauſe, : x 
Till, welt'ring in his Blood, the Ground he gnaws : 
As if, like Swans, they only could delight 

With dying Strains, and, while they pleaſe, affright. 
Our Philips, though twere to oblige the Fair, 
| Dares not deſtroy, where Horace bids him ſpare: 
His decent Scene, like that of Greece appears; 
No Deaths our Eyes offend, no Fights our Ears, 
While he from Nature copies ev'ry Part, 
He forms the Judgment, and affects the Heart. ” 


Oſt' as Andromache renews her Wo,, 
The Mothers ſadden, and their Eyes o'erflow. . .. 
£ | | . : : Her | be 


ron . 
Hermione, with Love and Rage poſſeſt, 
New ſooths, now animates each Maiden Breaſt. 
Pyrrhus, triumphant o'er the Trojan Walls, 
Is greatly Perjur'd, and as greatly Falls. 
Love, and Deſpair, and Furies are combin'd 
In poor Oreſtes, to diſtract his Mind. 


From firſt to laſt Alternate Paſſions reign; 
And we reſiſt the Poet's Will in vain. 


 Epifte 2 D- 


1 Friend, and well approve 
I The chaſte Endearments of a mutual Love; 
Yet ſmile to ſee the airy Youth confin 'd, 
His boaſted Freedom all to one reſi ign'd, 
Who widely rang'd, and courted Woman-kind, 


. not oregano ARDS, 1 1 
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But only you, thrice Happy you, can tell, 
35 far theſe Chains ſuch Liberties excel; 
Her chaſte Embrace, one ſoft tranſporting Kiſs, =} 
Surpaſſes all your Scenes of guilty Bliſ m; 
| 3 fe 
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Let modeſt B laugh, and F jeſt, 
At ſacred Pleaſures, they want Thought to taſte; 


"ry change their. Mind,. if bleſs'd wo, AMira's 


Charms, | 

And own the en comvi gion i in her W 
But thoſe, are Paths untrod, reſerv'd for vou, 
Whilſt I a wretched beaten Track purſue ; * 
A Widow i is my Lot, impos'd by Fate 5 
| To pay off Debts, and marry an Eſtate: 

No Charms but thoſe of Mony join our Hands, 
And Nature ſhrinks at what the Prieſt commands; 
But. Golden Chains muft fix me to the Ore, 


1 ſtill. muſt drudge, and ſhe'll ftill heave for more: 


See! where methinks th' inſatiate Creature lies, 
Whilſt I. ſtand deſtin'd for the Sacrifice. 

What can I do > Will Rectick Warmth allvwage- 
The tenfold Fury of her wanton Rage? 

But Parents, Friends, and ſhatter'd Fortunes claim 
Her Rich Alliance to PORE our Name... 


so when the Earth her op'ning Breaſt laid wide, 


And all the Forum yawn'd from Side to Side, 
The Roman Youth appeas'd her angry Womb, 


Leap'd in, and made the mighty Deep his Tomb- 
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Poem on the LAST DAY. 
By EF. Wharton, A. M. of Mandlin Coll. Oxon. 


0 W let the Atheiſt mmbile; 4 alone 
Canſt bid his Conſcious Heart the Godhead own. 
Whom ſhalt thou not Reform? O thou haſt ſeen,” 
How God deſcends to judge the Souls of Men. 
Thou heardſt the Sentence; how the Guilty mourn, 
Driven out from God, and never muſt return! | 


Yet more, Behold ten thouſand Thunders fall, 
And ſudden Vengeance wrap the flaming Pall: 
When Nature ſunk, when every Bok was burl'd, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the boundleſs Ruins of the World. 


When Aae Sodom fo Py burning Rain, 

And Sulphur fell on the deyoted Plain; 

The Patriarch cis the fiery. Tempeſt paſt, 

With pious Horror view'd the Deſart Waſte; 
. N The 
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The reſtleſs Smoak ſtill way'd its Curls 78 
Fox eber riling owe the glowing Ground, 


But 8 me, o, Shs e Pleafure tell, 
To think ſo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 
How waſt thou pleas'd the wond'rous Theme to try, 
And find the Thought of Man could riſe ſo high? ..- 
Beyond this World the Labour to purſue, 44 
And open all * to View} © 
But thou art beſt — to Rabearſe - 

Heaven's Holy DiQates in exalted Verſe, | 
O thou haſt Power the harden'd Heart to warm, 
To grieve, to'raife, to terrifie, to charm; 
To fix the Soul on God, to teach the Mind 
To know the Dignity of Human-kind, „ 
By ſtricter Rules well-govern'd Life to ſcan, 

And practiſe o'er the Angel in the Man. 
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On M. An gelo 8 fans Piece if the Crad- 
Hrion, who ftabb'd a Perſon, that he might 
draw it more naturally. 

By Mr.. YOUNG.. 
\ V HILE his Redeemer on his Canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his Feet his Brother welt'ring lies: 

The daring Artiſt, cruelly Serene, | 

Views the pale Cheek and the. diftorted Mien; 

He drains off Life by Drops, and deaf to "Cries, 

Examines every Spirit as it flies 

He ftudies Torment, dives in Mortal 'Woe; | 

To rouze up every Pang repeats his Blow; 

Each riſing Agony, each dreadful Grace, 

Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's Face. 

Oh glorious Theft! oh nobly wicked Draught! 

Wich its full Charge of Death each Feature fraught! 

Such wond'rous Force the Magick Colours boaſt,, 

From his. own vn he. ſtarts, in Horror. loſt. 
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ODE ou the SPRING. 


| For the Month of May. 


| E 
G Entle Zephyr come away ! 
On this ſweet this fi lent Grove, 
Sacred to the Muſe and Love, 
In ſofteſt whiſper'd Murmurs play. 
Come, let thy ſoft thy balmy Breeze 
Diffuſe the vernal Sweets around _ 
From ſprouting Flow'rs, and bloſſom'd Trees. 
While ecchoing Hills and Vales reſound 
With Notes, which wing'd Muſicians ſing. 
In Honour to the Bloom of Spring. 8 
. „ 
Lovely Seaſon of Deſire! 
Nature ſmiles with Joy to ſee 
The am'rous Months led on by thee, 
That kindly wake her genial Fire. 
The brighteſt Object in the Skies, 
The faireſt Lights that ſhine below, 
The Sun, and Myra's Charming Eyes, - 


* 


At thy Return more charming grow. 
With double Glory they appear 
To warm and grace the Infant Lear. 


Written 
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 Hritten in a Lady's Prayer- Book. | 


O fair a Form, with ſuch Devotion joyn'd ! 

A Virgin Body, and a ſpotleſs Mind ! 
Pleas'd with her Pray'rs, while Heay'n propitious ſees 
The lovely Vot'reſs on her bended Knees, 
Sure it muſt think ſome Angel loſt its Way, 
And hapning on our wretched Earth to ſtray; 
Tir'd with our Follies, fain wou'd take its Flight, 
And begs to be reſtor'd to thoſe bleſt Realms of Light. 


— 


SOLOMON? SONG. 


CHAP. s \ Was 
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De of Salem, and ye Virgin Throng 
That tread Judea's Plains, regard my Song. 


Let kindly Thoughts your ſofter Paſſions raiſe, 
And on r as One with * gaze. 


Her Dove: like Eyes ten cheuſad Charms diſpenſe, 


n at once both Love and Innocence: | 
Behold, 
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Behold, adown her Neck the wavy Locks | 
Bound like exulting Kids o'er Gileag's Racks: 

Her Iv'ry Teeth in beauteous Order ſtand, 

Whiter than new-ſhorn Sheep on Jordan's Strand ; 
When dropping from the Flood, with fleecy Shins! © 
Each with her Lambs appears, and each with Twins: 
Her Lips like Threads of Scarlet-brightly glow ; 7 
In comely Speech her moving Accents flow: 

Her Cheeks amidſt ſoft circling Treſſes ſhine, | . 

As when the tender Ringlets of the Vine 

Around the bluſhing Fruit their gr ener Curls entwine. ). 
Her Marble Neck. the ſparkling Gems adorn, 

As radiant Phoſphor paints the ſhining Morn ; 
Stately, like David's Tow'r in Sion's Fields 
Emblazon'd all around with Warrior Shields. 

Her even Breaſts, where. youthful Graces dwell, 
Pregnant with Bloom, .and ripening Beauties fell; > 
Like young Twin-Roes tliat graze the flow'ry Meads | 
With Buds juſt ſprouting from their Velyet Heads. | 


Where ſpicy Breezes round my Head ſhall play; | 
In gentle Dreams I'll ſpend the gloomy Night, 
Till Morning Syn reſtores bis golden Light. 


| Retyrs 
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Return from Lebanon, my $ pouſe, my Love,. 
To Hermon's dewy Hill and Shenir's Grove: 
See, from Amana's green and ſhady Brow, 
The diſtant Proſpect of the Vales below; 
Securely hence the ſpotted Leopard view, 

Nor fear the grizly Lion's yellow hue. 


O Spouſe divinely Fair 2 whoſe ev'ry Part, 
With Streams of Lightning, melts my raviſh'd Heart! 
Full of thy Love, I ſcorn Baalhamon's Wine, 
Nor for the Vineyard's purple Juice repine : 

Such ſweet Perfumes attend thee ev'ry where, 
That Saba's Spices flow when thou art here. 
A balmy Milk does from thy Tongue diſtil, 

And all thy Lips with liquid Honey fill: 
With Smells of Lebanon thy Veſture erown'd,. 
Scatters refreſhing Odours all around : 
The various Sweets which feed the thymy Bee, 
My Spouſe, my e Siſter, « are in Thee, 


So, when the Sun, with orient Beams replete, 
On ſome fair Garden ſheds his genial meat,” © 
Each verral Flow'r uprears its painted Head, 

While opening Buds their folded Leaves diſ-ſpread;. 
With trembling Stream the limpid Fountains play, 
And from their gilded Waves reflect the Day. 


Ripe 
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Ripe thuralt Fruits their Frankineinſs exhale, 
Spikenard and Cinnamon, that loves the Vale, 
Saffron and Spikenard, precious pleaſant Oil, 
That ſprings from rich Arabia's happy Soil: 
Their ſpicy Rind, with gummy Sap diftent, 
Breathes thro' the Air a ſoft Balſamic Scent: 
Nocturnal Dews in humid Vapour riſe, 
And fragrant Clouds perfume the azure Skies. 

The SPOUSE... 

Awake, O North! or thou kind Southern Breeze, 

In ſoftly Murmurs whiſper thro' the Trees: 
With ſoothing Breath upon my Garden blow, 
That grateful Smells from every Part may flow, _ 
Let my Beloved i in the cooly Shade, ; 
Upon ſome Lilly Bank repoſe his Head; 
Or with delicious Fruitage pleaſe his Taſte, 
Be fill'd with Joy, and bleſs the kind Repaſt. 
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very Sung L A D v. 
By Wil iam Hariſon, Ela; late 8 to 
her Majeſty at Utrecht, | 
Feta when thoſe Eyes 1 ſee, | 
So innocently kind and free, 


Ever fix'd, and fix'd on me: 


Say, why ſhould I my Time miſpend? 
With idle Fears ſo long attend, 
And loſe the Lover in the Friend ? 


A Year, or two, I could forbear; 
But that ſome happier Youth, 1 fear, 
May gain thy . and ul ugh there, 


Then, deareſt Girl, with me retire; 
What Age ſhould give, Love ſhall inſpire, 
And thou ſhalt ripen by my Fire, 
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* the fame Hand. 


Feel, O Tae e Biaenn inks- - | > 
And fall with Pleaſure at thy ſlumb'ring Shrine: 


Lull'd by hy Charms I 'ſca pe each anxious Thought, 
And "_ thing but Air is forgot. | — 


05 the Death . 4 Ladys 5 Cat. 


B 5 fame Hand. 


ND is Miſs Tabby from the World reti d! . 
And are her Lives, all her nine Lives expir d? 

| What Sounds ſo moving, as her own, can tell 

How Tabby dy'd, how full of Play ſhe fell! 

Begin, ye tuneful Nine, a mournful strife; TE 

For eyery Muſe ſhou'd celebrate a Life. 
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By the ſame Hand. 


A1L Sacred Muſe, and vocal Shell, 
1 That wont the Joys of Love to tell; 
Now turn your Songs to Mournful Strains, 
My Joys are fled, my Love remains. 
Wanton Cupid, idle Toyer, i 5 
Pleaſing Tyrant, ſoft Deſtroyer, i . 5 
Do not thus my Heart controul; N 
Phaon flies me far away, 
Reaſon does renounce thy Suay, 
Tet contented I obey,  - TY 
Ever raging, * 


Paſt aſſwaging, | ; 

. Love poſſeſſes all my Soul. 
_ this fad and ſilent Gloom 

i I waſte my Beauty, Youth, and Bloom: : 

But not the Shades that baniſh 4 7 

4 


Drive Phaon's brighter Form away; 
A Youth ſo ſhap'd, with ſuch a Mein, 
A Front like that of Jove \erene, 
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With ſparkling Eyes, and flowing Hair, | : 

And Wit that ever charms the Fair, 

The ſpiteful Gods contriy'd for Ruin, 5 
And deck d him thus for my Undoing; 8 \ 


oO the ſoft T ranſporting Pleaſure, 


When we yield our Virgin Treaſure ; 
When we meet the Joyous Lover, 


And an equal Flame diſcover. 


Nothing now to Love denying, 
Bluſhing, Panting, Melting, Dying. 


© the ſoft Tranſporting Bliſs ! 

What is Life - or Fame to this! 

I Rave, I Rave, Unhappy Maid; 

That Name my Folly does upbraid 

To Shame, Remorſe and Death betray'd, 
What Power, what God can ſend Relief ? 
Sicilian Virgins ſhun the Arts 


Whence my Misfortunes riſe : 
With Eaſe my Phaon Conquers Hearts, 
With Eaſe neglects the Prize. 


I Dream, or in ſome Rival's Arms, 
Forgetful of my Rifled Charms, 
1 behold the Perjur'd Boy: 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Lightning blaſt, 
a 5 Heav'n 
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Heav'n forſake her, 
Hell o'ertake her, 
Ere ſhe taſtes the riſing Joy. 
No; let her triumph, let her prize 
The faithleſs Wretch, whom I deſpiſe; 
By his Ingratitude ſet N 
I'll reap the Sweet of Liberty. 


Mighty Hero, could you leave me? 
Did my Charmer hope to grieve me 2 
Thus be all thy Wiſhes blaſted, 
For no longer I adore thee; | a 
Had thy Love one Moment laſted, 
Happy 1 had Changed before thee. 
Wander Phaon, ſo will J. 
Roving, Ranging, 
Ever Changing; 
Gay and Airy, 
Form'd to Vary; 
J to pain you, 
wil diſdain you, 
And to Nobler Conqueſt. fly. 
Reſentment, Pride, and glowing Shame, 
Once Guardians of my ſpotleſs Fame, 
By Conq'ring Love tho? baniſh'd hence, 
Again vouchſafe me your Defence, 


Allert 
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Aſſert an Empire late your own, 5 5 


And ſhake the Tyrant on his Throne: 
Support me, aid me, for I feel 


— 
— * 


My fainting Reſolution reel. 

Doubt, thou certain State of Sorrow, 
We loſe To-day, to wait T, 0-Mmorrow z 
He may return, my Phaon may; 

I cheat "7 ſelf, why does he ſtay? 


Shall Sappho, like a helpleſs Maid, 
Pine to Death, of Death afraid? 
Pve try'd all Female Arts in vain, 
Diſſembled Scorn and falſe Diſdain; 
for O! with real Grief oppreſt, 

I Burn, and Tempeſts ſhake my Breaſt, 
O what Torments wound my Heart ! 
Gentle Death, in Pity take me. 

And perform thy grateful Duty : | 

Since my Phaon does forſake me, 

To thy Arms I yield my Beauty, 
Kinder thine than Cupid's Dart. 
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T laſt is granted, what we wiſh'd for long, 
The Roman Arts have learn'd the  Briziſh 
Tongue. a 

The ſweet Venuſian Bard could laſh the Crimes, 
And ridicule the Follies of his Times : 
Yet th: ſly Satyr mov'd with ſo much Eaſe, 
The Sting, while wounding, never fail'd to pleaſe, 
- Nature, we fear'd, had here her ſelf out-done, 
Too weak again to raiſe ſo great a Son: 
But now in Fame we dare with Rome engage, 
A ſecond Horace has adorn'd our Age, 


Hail You! whoſe ev'ry Thought, and ev'ry Line 
Our Judgments ripen, and our Taſtes refine. 
Who reads your Works, knows what the wore e'er 
All human Life lies open to his View. 3 
. | Old 
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Old hos with Tears ſees artfully difplay'd 
Thofe fruitleſs Pleaſures which they once obey'd; 
While, by too dear Experience, Youth, untaught, 


Fly from the Snares, in which their Sires were caught: 
And by your Labours double their Delight, 
Learn how to Live, as well as how to Write. 
O! in what beauteous Elegance of Dreſs | 
Ti immortal Bloom of Virtue you expreſs! 
How Greetly Mild ſhe looks in all her Rules ! 
The Choice of Wiſe Men, tho' the Scorn of Fools. 
How Vice can never with true Reaſon ſuit! 
The Man degraded, ſinks into the Brute, 
Our Bliſs is loſt, when Ill we once begin, 
There is no Eden in the Paths of Sin. 


If ſacred Thirſt of Glory you inſpire, 
Each lab'ring Breaſt glows with a gen'rous Fire. 
Had Fate reſery'd young Ammon for this Age, 
We had not ſeen him with wild Frenzies rage: 
His vain Deſcent from Heav'n he would diſclaim, 
To ſhine the foremoſt in your Court of Fame. 


While the Coquet her airy Motions tries, 
The Man has Humour, gay Emilia eries: 


>. - Laughing 


rosa 


Laugbing goes on, and hugs the faithful Glaſs, 

Pleas'd with the true Reflection of her Face. 
But grave Althæa reads the Prude with Spleen, 

And wonders how her ſecret Faults were ſeen, 


When Rules of Honour, in the married Life, 
You ſtrictly fix to Husband, and to Wife, 
The Libertine from Chloe's Arms retires, 
Forgets to Luſt, and burns with nobler Fires. 


Or when the flutt'ring Coxcombs of the Town, 
And all their nauſeous Fopperies are hown, - 
Such is the Wit, as needs no Critick fear, 

And the chaſte Veſtal, unconcern'd, might hear, 
Such as can never Innocence defile, 


— 


Yet from the moſt ſeyere extorts a Smile. 


The happy Delicacy of your Plays 

1 paſs in Silence, nor attempt to praiſe. 

O Charlotte / who thy Character can read, 

But ſoon muſt languiſh, ſigh, and ſecret bleed! 

Is it your Fancy, that thus boundleſs roves, 

Inflames our Paſſions, yet eludes our Loves ? 

Or to the World are living Charlots known, 
Or ſhe, th' unrival'd Phenix, reigns alone ? 
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To Wealth, to Pow'r I ey ry Wiſh reſign, 
If * that dear Charlotte 9 be mine. 


Go on, great Man! if yon need inder go, 
Whoſe bright Meridian can no brighter ſhow. 
still you their Fav'rite let the Muſes call, 
All Arts adorning, and adorn'd by all. 
So variouſly you write, yet ſtill ſo well, 
We know not where to judge you moſt excel: 
Nor can you, tho' you multiply the Store, 
Add to your Glory, or our Wonder more. 


4 


* 


TOA 


EY A Þ: V. 


That * at the bearing CATO read. 


By the ſame Hand. 


F ever Grief could perfe& Form improve, 
Euphrenia, weeping, more commands our Love. 
How ſhall we call, that we ſo much admire, | 
A melting Brightneſs, or a humid Fire ? 
Bluſh not at Sorrows ſeen, in vain ſuppreſt; 
Sighs ſwell to Streams, and flowing ſhine: confeſt. | 
| K4 | The 
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The happy Poet muſt with Tranſport hear, 
His Art confirm'd by ſuch a precious Tear: 
Precious as that which good Oclavia ſhed, 
When Virgil mourn'd o'er young Marcellus dead. 
Alas! the gen'rous Roman differs ſtill! 

She wept ſhe could not ſave, you weep to kill, 
Ah! gentle Fair! too kind, too cruel Maid! 

Can you in others Tyranny upbraid, 

Yet be the Cauſe of Liberty betray'd? 

Think on his Halcyon Hours you could deſtroy z 


Each glided ſmooth, for each was wing'd with Joy, 
W hate'er he freely wiſh'd, he freely choſe, 

Like Roman Senates, till a Ceſar roſe. = = 
Theſe Lips, which us'd no fay'rite Sound to claim, 
Now fondly quiver on Euphrenia's Name. | 
This Heart, which once no pointed Glance had ftung, 
Bleeds at your Sight, and trembles at your Tongue, 
Yet do I court, not ſtruggle with my Chain. | 
Eaſie the Thraldom, pleaſant is the Pain, 


And you for ever ſhall Pictator reign. 
Tue ſtubborn Cato, whoſe unſhaken Soul 
No Flatt'ries could allure, no Force controul, 
Had you then liv'd, had ſweet Confuſion felt, 
His Sterneſs ſoften'd, and begun to melt : 
Oft would have look'd, and oft with glad Surprize 
Bondage it ſelf own'd lovely thro' thoſe Eyes. 
Tell 
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Tell me, ye Learn'd, how equal Objects ſtrike 
Euphrenia's Breaſt with Paſſions ſo diſlike? © 
How Tender, and Relentleſs thus agree! 

Why there all Diſcord, here all Harmony ? 25 

Can you lament the Miſeries of Rome, 
Patricians loſt, or Slavery their Doom, 

Yet ravage careleſs o'er your Native Iſle, 
port in Deſtruction, and in Murder ſmile ? _ 
Oh! when you weep, and' vanquiſh'd Virtue grace, 
Who would deſire the mighty Victor's place? 
Misfortune proudly triumphs o'er Sueceſs, 
And Ceſar envies Cato's Happineſs, 

How willing for ſuch Tears to yield up an. 
Scarce an Equiyalent ; the conquer'd Ball ! 
How pleas'd ſuperior Glory to allow, | 
The World by Ceſar, Ceſar rul'd by you.” | 


Sure Bards of old deceiy'd us in their Strains, 
Syrens were all Euphrenia' s of the Plains; 
Who, gently touch'd by ſome ſoft, mournful Sound, 
Melted in Tears, and laviſh'd Deaths around. 
The nobleſt Poet drew the nobleſt Throng, 
And the bright Hearers made the dang'rous Song. 
Was not this Piece ſo elegantly fine, | 
| You had not liſten'd to a dull deſign, 


K 5 Gay, 
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Gay, pompous Nonſenſe had leſs fatal been, 
You could not weep, where Nature was not ſeen, 


| Ah! let the Muſe Aid to the Lover bring, 


Nor from her Excellence his Ruin ſpring. 
The Charms of Verſe ſhould ſtill the Charmer move, 
And whom they melt to Pity, ſooth to Love, 


F. 
The NINTH THEBAIS. 


: The A RK G u MEN T. 
1 aided by Tydeus, and Andraſtus, and o- 
[4 


er Princes of Greece, had rais'd an Army againſt 


his Brother Eteocles for Uſurping the Crown of 
Thebes, contrary to their Agreement of reigning. 
Yearly by turns, Atalanta, - Daughter to the King 
of Arcadia, had devoted herſelf to Diana, but had 


afterwards a Son called Parthenopxus by Meleager; 


for which breach of her vow'd Virginity the Goddeſs 


forgave her, Parthenopzxus, tho not above Fifteew 
Tears of Age, in the Abſence of his Mother, gathers- 
together his Arcadians, who thought they at firſt 
ſprung from Trees, and marcheth to the Theban War.. 


His Mother o'ertakes him, and endeavours in vain by 


Tears to bring him back. Then frighted with Dreams 
and Viſions, ſhe prays to Diana to preſerve her Son. 


" Thereupon the Goddeſs haſtens to Thebes, but meets 
her Brother Apollo in the way, who foretells the. 


Death of Parthenopæus, and laments the Fate of his 


Augur Amphiaraus, who by an Earthquake had been 
lately ſwallow'd up alive. The Goddeſs comes to 


Thebes, rangeth her ſelf in the Battel; but is chid 


by Mars, and forced to retire. Parthenopæus, ſup- 
ply'd by her with Darts, makes cruel Slaughter a- 
mong the Thebans, 'till at laſt Dryas kills him, and 
dies immediately himſelf; as Diana had threatned, 
that whoever mortally wounded Parthenopæus, ſhould 
net ſurvive him. i 
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Hile the young Hero thus with Glory burns, 


At home the tender Atalanta mourns, 
In broken Slumbers baleful Dreams ariſe, 
And airy Spectres skim before her Eyes. 


Up from the Bed ſhe roſe with Artleſs Care, 


(Looſe her Attire, diſhevell'd was her Hair) 


To Ladon's Streams ſhe flew, ere dawning Light, : 


To purge th' unwholſom Viſions of the Night. 
For to her Mind, oppreſt with penſive Thought, 
Ten thouſand frightful Images were brought. 
Sometimes ſhe ſaw the rural Trophies fall, 


| Which her own Hands fix'd on the Sacred Wall. 


Sometimes, deſerted by the Nymphs ſhe ſtray'd, 
A lonely Exile from the Sylvan Glade, * 
Or ſeem'd o'er op'ning Sepulchres to tread; 
Loft in the dreary Manſions of the Dead. 


Oft in the midnight Gloom, her Eyes. begun | 


i 


To view the fancy'd Triumphs of her Son; 
His Arms, his Friends, his Courſer known again, 
For him ſhe ſought around, but ſought in vain. 
Oft ſhe beheld her Quiver glow with Fire, 8 
And her own Figure in the Flames expire. 

One Viſion ill preſag'd above the reſt, 

And waken'd all the Mother in her Breaſt. 


Far on th' Arcadian Hills an Oak there ſtood, 


The lofty Monarch of the Subject Wovd; - 


W hich 


Which ban Plebeian Trees ſhe choſe to raiſe, | 
And hallow to the great "Diana's Praiſe. 7 
leſt by the Deity, it proudly grew, . 
And ſpreading, Crowds of chaſte Adorers drew] e 
Here from the Sun, when tir'd with Woodland Gams;. 
For cool Repoſe, the daily Huntreſs came, | 

The Tusks of Boars aloft in rows ſhe ftrung, 

And Beams of Stags, and Hides of Lyons hung. 
The Branches, thus enrich'd by Rural Toils, 
Bend with their Load, and ſcarce ſuſtain the Spoils, 
Arrows, and Spears, and poliſh'd Arms diſplay'd, | 
Chaſe the brown Horror of 'th*enlighten'd Shade, 
Hither, it chanc'd, in Sleep her Fancy roy'd; 

She dreamt of Pleaſures, which awake ſhe lov'd. 

The Bear already ſeiz'd, ſhe, faint with heat, 

Sought the green Covert, and the known Retreat 
There ſaw, where late her fay'rite Tree had ſtood, | 
A naked Trunk remain, and ſtream with Blood. 
The leafy: Honours ſcatter'd all around, | 

And ſapleſs Boughs lay with'ring on the Ground. 
Speechleſs at firſt with Grief ſhe ſtood, then cry'd, 
Whence ſprings the Ruin ? And a Nymph reply'd, 
The Mænades in their mad Orgies ſhow'd 

This fury; Bacchus is th' avenging God. 

Here from her inward Soul ſhe ſigh'd her Pain, 

And beat her Breaſt with empty Blows in yain : 

Con- 


— 
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Cocke a wak'd, ſhe left her mournful Bed, 
And look'd for Tears her Eyes had falſly ſhed. 
Her Body thrice ſhe plung'd in living Streams, 
To cleanſe the vile Pollution of her Dreams; 
And added Myſtick Words to eaſe her Grief, 
But from Diana's Temple hop'd Relief. PF 
Early ſhe haſten'd, while the Morn was new, 
No Eaſtern Ray had drunk the Pearly Dew. 
Joyous ſhe ſaw her Oak the Grove adorn, 
Unlop'd its Branches, and its Leaves unſhorn :- 
With fruitleſs Pray'rs,' then, proſtrate at the Shrine, 
Implor'd th' Aſſiſtance of the Pow'r Divine. 


O Virgin Goddeſs, whom the Woods obey,. 
Beneath whoſe ſtubborn Rule and hardy Sway 
I live; my Soul her own ſoft Sex diſdains, 
And pamper'd Indolence of Grecian Trains, 
Not Scythian Trives, and Amazonian Bands 
Yield with more Pleaſure to thy rough Commands, 
If not th'allurements of the Female Choir 
Could love of Dance, and wanton Songs inſpire; 
If Men by Virtue ſtrove in vain to melt, 
(Tho? once ſurpriz'd, ungrateful Joys 1 felt) 
Yet did thoſe Hands no feeble Diſtaff rear, 
Nor with fond Ivy wreath th' unwarlike Spear, 


Ey'n 


MISCE LLANIE S. " 


Ev' n when-no Place-amid thy Pomp Allow'd, 
I beat the Thicket diſtant from the Crowd, 
And ever ſeem'd, umwillingly betray'd, 
A Huntreſs ſtill, and till in Mind a Maid. 
But if my Crime ſuch Innocence deny'd, : 
1 did not labour the ſweet Crime to hide. 
No dusky Cave the Searchers Care beguil'd, 
But at your Feet I laid the trembling Child. 
To you, and to the World I did proclaim 
At once my Glory, and at once my Shame. 
The lively Infant ſoon his Race did ſhow, ' 
And ſtretch'd unequal Hands to graſp the Bow; 
Then wept, conſtrain'd from that loy'd hold to part, 
And his firſt broken Accents liſp'd a Part. 
O! Goddeſs! to my Boy confirm this Pray'r, 
(What would thoſe Dreams,and nightly Forms declare ) 
In you confiding to the War he run, 
Approve his Confidence, and fave my Son. 
To my Embrace reſtore him ; let him come, 
If not a Victor, ſafe, tho vanquiſh'd, home. 
| Here let him bear your Arms, ſecurely ſeat, 
And pant with no leſs honourable Heat. 
Far from our Woods dire Omens ! but _ ſeem 
The Theban Deities to rule in Dream ? 
Avert, Imperial Queen, the fatal Stroke, 
And let me fondly dread the wounded Oak. 
7 | | But 
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But if theſe Viſionary Scenes relate 

Too true my hapleſs Son's untimely Fate; 

If he muſt fall, ere yet his Nerves be ſtrung, 
Think on thy Brother, ever fair and young: 

O! by the tender Love a Siſter knows, 

O! by the Pity to a Parent's Throws, 

Grant me, kind Goddeſs, an unenyy'd Doom, 
Pierce with thy keeneſt Darts this guilty Womb. 
The fruitful Source of Miſeries deſtroy, 
And let my Death ans reach the weeping Boy. 


She paus'd, and ſaw, what ſoon conkers her Fears; 
The ſoft'ning Statue melted into Tears, 
On the cold Earth lies the deſponding Fair, 
And ſweeps the duſty Altar with her Hair. 
To Thebes the vex'd Diana wings her flight, 
And tow'rs above the ſteep Manalian Height, 
Tho! its bold Head th' aſpiring Mountain ſhrouds, 
And ſhoots whole ſhady Groves amid the Clouds. 
Now on Parnaſſus ſhe with Pride looks down, 
From the laſt verging Circle of the Moon: 
Thence glancing upwards, ſcarce her Brother knew. 
For wrapt in Shades th' afflicted Phæbus flew. 
But by her Preſence cheer'd, unyeil'd he ſhone, 
The Gloom was ſcatter'd, and the God was known, 


The 
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The Heav'n, all conſcious, bluf d from both Extremes 
At kindred Glories, and united Beams. 


Th' immortal Pair did mutual Grace abe; 4 
Quiyer to Quiyer anſwer'd, Bow to Bow. 


He firſt: Too well, my Sifter, I foreſee, 

Hoy unſucceſsful your Attempt muſt be. 

You ſeek the Thebans, mad with War's Alarms, 
And the brave Youth, too early ſheath'd in Arms, 
His Mother begs his Life ; if Fate could give 

A Life back, once condemn'd, the Boy ſhould live: 
 Feen I but late (I ſpeak it to my Shame) 

Wich baffl'd Pow'r from thoſe curs'd Tumults came. 
I heard my Prophet, who my Garlands wore, 
And ſacred Boughs, in vain my Aid implore. 
Prone thro' the Void, theſe Eyes ſaw diſappear 
At once the Chariot, and the Charioteer. 

Doyn to the Stygian Shades alive he tell, 

Nor could I hinder what I did foretell. 

Sinking, he heay'd his Hands, and Phæbus own'd, 
But Phæbus could not cloſe the gaping Ground. 


Theſe the Rewards I to my Vot'ries pay! 
Temptations ſure to love my friendly Sway. 
My beſt Endeayours ill his Merits ſuit : 

Silence, my Oracles! with Grief be mute. 


„ | | Learn; 


onen 
Learn, learn from me thy Labours to forbear; 
Fruitleſs Eſſays, and fond Aſſiſtance ſpare. 

Th' Arcadian Prince muſt wither in the Bloom, 
The Fates haye fix'd th' inexorable Doom. 
No dubious Sentences his Death contain, 

The melancholy Truth is here too plain. 


Nor ſhall ſome Honour be at leaſt denyd 
| Fo grace his Fall, the Goddeſs ſtern reply'd. 
The wretched Mother may this Comfort find, 
Who kills her Son, ſhall not ſuryive behind. 


| Thy audacious Hand that ftrikes the guiltleſs Boy, 


Shall know no farther Pleaſure to deſtroy: © 
So ſmall a Puniſhment I ſure may boaſt, 

If not, the virtues of my Darts be loſt, 
Fiercely ſhe ſpoke, and haſt' ning to diſmiſs 

Her Brother, parted with but half a Kiſs. | 

Her ſecret Breaſt glow'd with revengeful Thought, 
And anxious, the Cadm#an Tow'rs ſhe ſought. 


The Battel there grew warm ; from Naughter'd Kings 
Redoubled Rage, and wilder Frenzy ſprings. 

Theſe Troops, for Hipſeus ſlain, come ruſhing on, 
But ſwifter thoſe, for loſt Hippomedon. 

Alternate Vengeance traverſes the Field; 

To pointed Swords their naked Breaſts they yield. 
ö 
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The ſame niad Fury i in 2nd] Heart was s ſown, | 
To ſeize another's. Life, or loſe his own. 
Fearleſs the cloſe, confronting Squadrons ſtood, 
Eager of Death, and prodigal of Blood. 

With adyerſe Wounds eternal Fame they buy, 
And ſmile in Ruin, and with Pleaſure die. 


Diana now, an airy Journey paſt, _ 

On the Dircean Summit ſtoop'd at laſt, 

The bending Foreſt the fierce Goddeſs own'd, 

And all the hoary Mountain ſhook around. 

For here, when fruitful Nzobe defy'd 

The Virgin Queen, ſhe ſat, and check'd her Pride. 

| Deſtruction on her boaſted Brood ſhe ſent, 
Half. weary'd with th' unnumber'd Shafts ſhe ſpent. 


Th' Arcadian Leader ſhe beheld from far, 
Brightly diſtinguiſh'd in the Cloud of War. 
Triumphant thro? the thickeſt Ranks he flew, 

And rein'd a Courſer to the Rein yet new. 

A Tyger's party-colour'd Skin was ſpread 

| Ofer the broad Back of the proud fiery Steed; 
The golden Paws acroſs his Shoulders hung, 

With dreadful Grace, and ſudden Bounds he ſprung. 
His comely Mane, in artful Knots confin'd, 


Eludes the wanton Freedoms of the Wind. 
: h Below 
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Below his Breaſt, to mark the Hunter young, 

With Iv'ry Teeth a bending Poitral hung. 

His Surcoat twice had drunk the Tyrian Die, 

His ſilken Tunick, dazzling to the Eye, | 
(The ſole rich Work, which his fair Mother wrought, 
And for a while the Woods and Lawns forgot) 

: Behind, collected in a Ribbon, flow'd : | 
His Sword it ſelf proy'd a too pond'rous Load. 
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The Field of Death he views with ſtrange Delight, 
And Scenes of Horror thinks a pleaſing Sight. 
The Pomp of War his youthful Fancy fires, - 
And now th' embroider'd Trappings he admires, 
Now grateful every harſher Sound appears, 

And Muſick in the Clank of Arms he hears, 
Sometimes bis Morrion he with Pride ſurveys, 
Enrich'd with Gemms, that mingle in a blaze. 
But when the glowing Fight asks friendly Winds, 
His cumbrous Caſque for Coolneſs he unbinds. 
Confeſs d to Sight, and free to open Show. 
His golden Ringlets negligently flow. 

His ſparkling Eyes roll with a lively Grace, 
And little Loves ſport, flatt'ring round his Face. 
Along his downy Cheeks, by Nature (| pread, 

Is ſeen the pureſt White, and freſheſt Red. 


But 
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But he this Smoothneſs joyfully would ſpare 
To look more manly, tho he look'd leſs fair. 

Yet while ſuch Glories Admiration raiſe, - 
He ſhuns thi Admirers, and diſdains their Praiſe. ; F 
His Beauty's juft Encomiums he diſowns, 5 
And fain would cloud his Brow with borrow d rrowns ; | 
Nor can his native sweetneſs diſcompoſe, 
Anger in him has Charms, and loyely ſhows. | 
Where-e'er. he moves, the Theban Fathers yield 
An undiſputed Paſſage o'er the Field. 
Or if the Dart full-drawn its flight 3 
Their Children riſe in Thought, and check their Hands. 
But he, regardleſs of their Pity, pours | 
Deſtruction ſwift around in feather'd Show'rs. 
Ev'n here the gazing Nymphs their Flames confeſs, 
And from Theumeſian Hills his Motions bleſs... 

The Duſt, and melting Heat new Grace beſtow, 
In the fair Youth is loſt their Country s Foe. 15 
For him they ſigh, from Vow to Vow they run, 8 
And wiſh Bœoria an e 


With Contemplation of this monk Scene, 
Celeſtial Tears flow'd from the Delian Queen. 
How thy fond Mother's Griefs ſhall L abate, _ 


She ſaid, or r cancel the Decrees of fate? „ 


Why, 
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Why, cruel Boy, didſt thou unbidden come 
To laviſh Life, and court a fatal Doom ?- 
Too pregnant Virtue, mounted to a Flame, 
Taught thee to ſtretch, and pant for early Fame: 
Show'd, Cowards live not, by Extent of „ 
But Heroes are immortaliz'd in Death. | 
Yet the ſtreight Bounds of the Menalian Grove 
Did lately a too ſpacious Circuit prove: 
Not without Danger couldſt thou range alone, 
O'er Dens of Beaſts, and Wilds of rugged Stone, 
Thy Mother' s Weapons ſtill thy Weakneſs ſhow, 
Nor canſt thou launch her Spear, or bend her Bow. 
At my deaf Altars, bath'd in Tears, ſhe lies, 
And wearies Echo with repeated Cries, 
While thee the | prightly Trumpet chears from far 
With noble Noiſe, ſweet Diſcord of the War. 
Ah! heedleſs Youth, wilt thou unmindful die, i 
And to thy Parent only Grief ſupply ! 


But that all living Honours 8 be paid, 
Round her the Goddeſs caſt a dusky Shade: 
Shot from the Mount, and gliding choſe to fall 
In the mid Throng, unſeen, yet ſeeing all. 

From the Boy's s Quiver, firſt, his Darts unknown 
Gently ſhe ſtole, and Era it with her own, 


Which 
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Which fram'd by Art Divine, no Error knew, 9 

And ſcatter'd certain Ruin where they flew. Fi 

Then to defend him from inyading Force, 

She ſprinkled with Ambroſial Dews his Horſe. 

This, tho* unable to preſerve his Breath, 

Unharm'd ſecures him, till the Hour of Death, 

She adds too Myftick Sounds, which never fail, _ 

Sounds, which ſhe teaches in th' Emonian Vale, 

When ſoft by Night the fell Magicians tread, 

To drain the Poys'nous Herbs, or raiſe the Dead. 

He, with rich Stores of keener Arrows fraught, | 

Swells to a proud Extravagance of Thought: 

Boldly the beaten Paths of Death forſakes, 

And croſs the Ranks uncommon Slaugites makes, 

Of all forgetful, wantonly he ſtrays, | 

And Heav'nly Miſchief ſpreads ten thouſand ways. 

Thus, the Getulian Mother's Care ſucceeds, 

The Lion young with hunted Blood: ſhe feeds. 

But when by Age his Nerves their Vigour gain, 

He ſees his lengthen'd Paws, and- riſing. Mane "7 


At home for Food he nobly ſcorns to ſtay, >} 
And ſeours the Plain, and tears himſelf his Prey. | 


| Muſe, trace the Track of Death, in order tell, 
What Numbers by the youthful Hero fell. 
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 Chorebus * firſt Honour had to bleed, 9 


Between his Shield and Bever paſs'd the Reed. 
Fix'd in his Throat th envenom'd Arrow ſtood, 


And Sacred Fire ran circling thro* his Blood. 


But poor Eurytion felt more cruel Smart, 

In his left Eye deep ſunk the deadly Dart, * 
The hooked Point out with the Ball he drew, 
And with mad Fury on the Giver flew. 

But who againſt Celeſtial Arms can fight? 270 
Another Shaft ſoon drunk his other Light. 


. Involv'd in Darkneſs, ſtill he hunts about, 
And blindly gropes to find th' Arcadian out: 


Till, ſtumbling o'er dead Ida on the Ground, 
With Heaps of Slain he lay encompaſs'd round. 
stung with his bitter Anguiſh, loud he roar'd, 


And Death, for Eaſe, from Friend or Foe implor d. 


The Sons of Abas next, a lovely Pair, 


Brisk Argus, famous for his Length of Hair, 


And Cydan, fall, whoſe too ſweet Looks could move 


A Siſter with a more than Siſter's Love. 
This, in his Side receiy'd the fatal Wound, 
That, with a Dart transfix'd his Temples found, 


Here ſhone the Point, the Feather there was ſpy'd, 
But ſtreaming Gore diſtill'd from either Side. 


Thi Inclement Victor's Rage no Charms appeaſe; 


Not Lammus (capes, * Nature form'd to pleaſe. 
; Ly gdus, 
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 Lygdus, © as yain;'on holy Wreaths — . 
As Zolus with Flow'r of Beauty bloom'd. 4: 7 
Various the Shots, yet in one Ruin jan, COVE 
Lamus his Mouth, Lygdus mourns his Groin; 

While ſpringing olus, with ſilent Dread, 
His ſnowy. Front diſeolour'd ſees with red, 
 Eubea gave to the firſt Warrior —_ 
Eubea, founded on a ſloping Earth. 

The ſecond from well-peopled Thisbe came, 
Where Milk-white Doves beſtow an endleſs Fame, 
The third, again on the green Spartan Mead 


Shall ne'er 5 eee of che Dancers lead, 
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Thus he for arb his Bow not iay bends, 
Put ſure Deſtruction on each Dart attends. 
Whizzing it cuts the Air, and nn - 
Is by another urg'd” more ſwiftly on. 

To ſpread ſuch Deſolation might demand 

A Legion's Labour, not a fingle Hand. ten 

Now forwards he the winged Death-dire&s, - 

Then glancing ſideways, oblique Aim affects. 

Sometimes, diſſembling Fear, he ſeems to flie, 

But . 238 che Purſuers $63. ie 
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The Thebans cw raked Wonder glow'd, 


And Vengeance on the young De yow'd.: 
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And in mock-fight thy raw Companions beat. 
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Amphion firft to ſmother d Rage gave vent, 
zriy'd from Jove, and yainly Inſolent: 
Nor ſaw, what future Cauſes he ſhould yield 
With Blood to fatten the Dircian Field. 
How long ſhall we thy Fate ſuſpended keep, 
Nor give thy Parents Privilege to weep? 
From our Neglect, fond Boy, proud Fancies riſe, 
Swell in thy Breaſt, and ſparkle in thy Eyes, 
While each diſdains to meet th' unequal Foe, 
By Meanneſs ſafe, and deſpicably low. 
Home to Arcadia's ſhady Groves retreat, 


Here let grim Mars enjoy the Toils of War, 

In duſty Triumph roul this Iron Car. 

Go, with Ruſh-lances bloodleſs Conqueſt gain, 
And drive th' unbearded Squadron o'er the Plain. 
But if vain Greatnefs be thy mad Deſire, 


Amidſt a Throng of Heroes to expire, 


Thou. of thy haughty Wiſh ſhalt be poſſeſt. 
en, | 


Swit ieee eee 
But ſtop'd Amphion in his proud Career, 
And eryd, Theſe Arms, long-practis d, 1 employ; 
'Tis not he — i 
. — And 
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And yet what Boy, but ſeems 4 Match deſign'd 
For your weak Race, the Dregs 'of Human · linde 
The yaſt Diſtinction is not underſtood 0 
Between the Theban, and tl Arcadian Blood. 
My Mother, never, with a drunken Throng, 
To Jolly. Batchus ſquawl'd the Nightly Song. 


_ Crown'd with uncomely Wreaths, ne'erled the Dance, 


Nar, curPd with Ivy, ſhook th* inglorious Lance. 
My Infant Age with Exerciſe began, 

Toil ſtrung my Neryes, and early ſhow'd the Man. 
Naked I us'd to ſtem the foamy Tyde, 

Or on the poliſn'd Mirror ſmoothly glide: 
Rejoyc'd the tawny Tiger to out- brave, 

And walk, untrembling, thro' the dreary Cave. 


Acts, worthy Heroes, raiſe my Mother's Fame. 
She whirls the Spear, or ſhoots the flying Prey, 


While N eneryate dire on n s ply. 


. 


Theſe Taunts 4 did 250 far provoke, 


Impetuous he prepar'd a deadly Stroke: ; 
Bur, ſtarting ſudden from the blazing Sword, 
The Courſer with himſelf preſerv'd his Lord. 
The Weapon {haunting fall; the harmleſs Blow 
Balk'd the talicious Pleaſure of the Foe. 
» L 2 „ Ye 
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Yet not diſcourag d from his cruel Thought, 

ih double Fury he th? Arcadian ſought; 

W hen fierce Diana, now no more conceal'd, 

Shone to his Eyes, at her full length reveal'd, | 

Mænalian Dorcens, by ſtrict Friendſhip ty'd, 

Was wont to cloſe the tender Warrior's Side: , 

Him Atalanta charg'd with all her Fears, 

Impower'd to check the Youths i impetuous Years; 

An anxious Government : the Goddeſs took 

His Air and Figure, and her _ forſook. 
Enough, he cry'd, wp Proweſs Thebes has felt, 

Let the ſoft Mother the ſtern Hero melt : ; 

For her vouchſafe to live; new Toils forbear, 


And reſt thy ae Gods jg mor Care: 4 


Then he: Ah! let me but, 'my | Friend, acquire 
One other Lawrel; I no more defire; 909 107 ee 
The Fall of this Uſurper is decreed, 
Who proudly apes with his, my Movtey'd Steed: | 
Who ſeems in Purple Furniture to vie, 

And dares to brandiſh Rival Arms on high. 
A Preſent to my Mother I'll beſtow, = 
His gilded Quiver, and his ſounding Bow. 
His Courſer ſhall for my own Uſe remain, 
His Robes be offer'd in Diana's Fane, 
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She Ii oing, heard; tho? griey'd, yet bs. nil d 
At the fond, e Prattle of the Child, | 


It . that Mars obſery'd 1 doubtful Fray;- | 
While, ſecret, in a roſie Bow'r he lay, 
Where Beauty's Queen, profuſe of heay'nly Charms, 
The conqu'ring God held Captive in her Arms. 
Amid the Meaſures of a ſweet Embrace, 
She talk'd of Cadmus, and Harmonia s Race. 
In thoſe ſoft Minutes choſe her Grief to ſigh, 


When he could nothing, ſhe could ask, deny. 


Then thus begun: See, mighty Warrior, ſee? 
The bold Atchieyements of Virginity !' 
Not with the Shock of charging Hoſts diſmay'd, 
In the mid Battel glows the Martial Maid. 
She ſports in Miſchief, bounteouſly enclin'd, 
Our Race fall Victims to her Ways and Mind. 
Are then your Virtues interchang'd of late? 2 8 
Muft ſhe from bloody Fields return in State, 
While you inglorious o'er the dewy Lawn 
Chaſe the ſwift Stag, or pierce the trembling Fawn ? 


'To ber Compleleny a n 
Then ſtreight from Heay'n down ruſh'd th Armipotent © 


1 ; Anger 


D 


erer 
Anger alone attended on his Car, | 
Her Siſter Furies labour'd in the War. 

'Thro' thickeſt Troops he to Diana broke, it 
And in a ſurly Tone, imperious, ſpoke, + 


My Father gives not thee to ſway the Fight, , 


ö Timely retire, and Safety ſeek by Flight: 

L Or elſe this Arm can ghaſtlier Terror ſpread, 
1 Than Pallas, aided by her Gorgon Head. ; 
; F What Courſe for Prudence ſhall the Delian fteer ? 
bf The God of Battels, this way, ſhakes his Spear, 
4 There Jove's Commands, if diſobey'd, deſtroy, 1 
1 And here, th' approaching Ruin of the Boy. 
. | She bluſh'd for Sorrow, to be forc'd to _ 
| - And in difdainful Murmurs left the Field. 


Gruff Mars ſuryey'd the Theban Army v round, 
'Till from Orion ſprung, he Dryas found: 
Gigantick Dryas, prone to vengeful Ire, 
Ere ſince the Scorpion bit his luſtful Sire, 3 
Who by Diana's Wrath receiy'd his Fate, 
| Thence he purſues her Friends with reſtleſs Hate. 
None of Arcadian Growth he glad would ſpare, 
And thins the Ranks, and leaves the Monarch bare, 
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They, who on cold Cyllene 15d to dwell, 

Or on Tegean Hills, promiſcuous. fell. 

Th' Ægyptian Succours, part, ignobly flie, 

And part maintain their Poſts, and greatly die. 
Still the young Leader thinks he can ſucceed, 
With his weak Arm muſt the huge Dryas bleed: 
Tho' much-fatigu'd, from Troop to Troop he wer, 
And without Reaſon likes, or diſapproves. | 
| Fate would not ſeize him by a quick . 

A thouſand direful Preſages ariſe, 

And gloomy Vapours overſpread his Mind, 
Forerunning Omens, when Death ſtalks behind. 
Now o'er his leſſen'd Train his Eye he caſt, 

And the true Dorceus there beheld at laſt, 
He longs for Reſt, he finds his 1 decay, | 
And ſteal by ſenfible degrees away. 

His Quiver, whoſe rich weight gave Pain before, 
Gives greater now, exhauſted of its Store,” 

No longer Dreams of Manhood feed his Joy, 
But to himſelf he, ſighing, owns the Boy. 

A chilling Fear ran curdling thro” his Blood, | 
When Dryas rais'd his Shield, and threat'ning ſtood. 
As the Strymonian Swan, while from above | 
Comes ſouſing down th' Imperial Bird of Jove, 

Fain would in th' op'ning Bank its Body hide, 

And clap its Pinions cloſe on either lide : $56 oh 
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So he, confounded with the bulky ſight 

Of Dryas, trembled, with no leſs a Fright,, 
Nor Rage enfu'd, but ſhort he drew-his Breath 
With ſhiv'ring Horrors, ſuch as wait on Death. 
Howe'er to Trivia he begins to pray, | 
All- pale he ſhoots, and makes a faint Eſſay. 
Then the tough Eugh he more intenſely preſt, 
The diſtant Horns approach'd, and touch'd his Breaſt, 
When a broad Spear, by his ſtrong Foe apply'd, 
Did his ſtretch'd Bow.ſtring in the midſt divide. 
The Nerve thus broke, his Hands were uſeleſs grown, 
And peaceful drop'd the feather'd Ruin down; 

His Courſer's Reins uncheck'd, his Arms aground, 
He raves impatient of the yawning Wound, 

Which his Right Shoulder ſhow'd with grieſly Grace, 
And ſoon a ſecond did his Left deface. 

A third untoward Blow with deadly force, 

Cut the hind Sinews of his bounding Horſe. = 
Then Dryas dy'd, and what ſeems ſtrange to tell, 
Of Wounds unconſcious wonder'd why he fell, 
Long ſince the ſecret Author was too plain, 

A Goddeſs rarely loves to threat in vain. 

But the thin remnant of a num'rous Store, 
Arcadians on their Shields their Maſter bore. 

His ſimple Age his own Life fondly ſcorn'd, 


But the maim'd Courſer, as he fell, he mourn'd. 


His 


ISC E LLANIE S. my 
His looſen'd Helm bis paler Checks diſplay'd, 
The Roſes wither, and the Lillies fade. 

Beauty by ſlow degrees, tho' forc'd, retires, 

And ev'ry Grace unwillingly expires. | 

The fleeting Soul they labour'd to reſtrain, 

Thrice pluck'd his Hair, thrice tretch'd his Neck in vain. 


For the ſweet Youth ev'n Thebans Tears beſtow'd, 
While een streams s from his fair 3 flow'd. 


tabs theſe Words at * he Einy 3 
With iſſuings Sobs long ſtruggling ere he ſpoke, 


Dorceus, my. Diſſolution now draws near, 
Do thou my Mother's drooping _ cheer. 
Already ſhe (if I preſage aright) 

In Dreams, or Omens, has beheld this is $ghr. 

Be artful, piouſly ſuſpend her Grief, 

Nor tell her ſudden, that you loſt your Chief. 

Mind, that her Hands no fatal Weapon bear, 

When you, compell'd to ſpeak, the Truth declare. 

Then ſay, he, dying, bad me thus relate, 

Alas! my Mother, 1 deſery'd my Fate, 

Perverſe I liſten'd to the War' 8 Alarms, 

Nor could thy Tears prevent the Choice of Arms. 

In the hot fight I ſought not thy Repoſe, 

But  ruſt'd amidſt dhe thickeſt of the Foes, 
L 5 
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Live then, the Source of all thy Care is gone, 
And in th' offending Boy forget the Saen. 


No more from ſteep Lytews wilt thou ſpy © 


| Vaſt Clouds of Duft riſe curling to the Sky, *- 


Nor hear the ſhouts of my pleas'd Sylvan . 3 
Freezing I lie on the cold Theban Plain: 6 


Thy Abſence kind officious Aid denies 


To catch my lateſt Breath; and cloſe. my Eyes. 
Yet take, dear Parent, take this length of Hair, 
For the whole Body this fmall Portion bear. 
Then. ſtretching out his Hand, he rais'd his Head, 


Theſe Locks thou daily lov'dſt to Comb, he ai "= 


My Frowardneſs defpis'd, wouldſt {tilt adorn, 


Theſe thou in ſolemn Obfequies inay'f mourn. 


But oh! beware, that none, by ſtrict Command, ; 
Blunt my keen Darts with an unpraftis'd Hand, 
Or with my Dogs again the Woods furround, 
Or dare to injure the leaſt fav'rite Hound. 
To Flames this luckleſs Armour I reſign, 

Or hang it at th' ungrateful Trivia's Shrine. 


In 


z 


Io Amorem Tami & | Iſadis. : 


Ympha I fs liquides Agros dum lara pererrat, 
N. Incaluit madide Tamus amore Dee. - ; 
Serpit Amans tacitus, f inneſa que brachia circum | 

Fundit, e& AÆterno Fadere jungit aquas. 3 
Nunc Torrens idem, & Times datur unus wtrique, 
Nec doluere Vices Ille, vel Illa . u. 
Tamus amat quicquid ſua dulcis amaverat i is; 
Et quod Tamus amat, Tamus & Iſis amant. 
Jam nullam agnoſtas Tami, nullam IGdis undam 3. 
Commune Imperium Tamilis un us mw 


Imitared 


"HILE * he Flow! co Meadoajed fe fray 4. 
Enamour · d Tame purſu'd the lovely Maid: 
With ſilent Haſte to her Embraces flies, 
And on her Boſom ſinks in endleſs Bliſs. 
Now both ſo one, one fruitful Bed ſtill 3 
Alike the happy Change is His and Hers, 
Tame, what his charming Iſis loves, enjoys; 
What's Tame's delight, alike is Hers and His. 
So One, ſo happy in their UNION grown! | 
Like Britain's ſelf, in Thames they're nom but One. | 
: M 3 8 
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vitam que faciant Beatiorem, LE 
Iucundiſe me Martialis has ſunt, Kc. 


— „ By zhe 1535 Hard. 


I Enjoy your Life in Happineſs, 
| My Friend, the Ways and Means are wels AN 


Deſcended Wealth, a fruitful farm, +» 
An Houſe by Scite and Structure warm: 
Still void of Strife. Your Dreſs ſtill plain; 
But unaffected, neat and clean. | 
Alike at Peace in Head and Heart, 
And vig'rous Health in ev'ry Part.“ 
Truth without Craft, a Friend, or two, 
| Juſt ſuch, and only ſuch, as you. 
A Table with cheap Plenty ſpread ; 
| Where Health, and no Diſeaſe, is hd: 
Still ſober Nights, yet free from Cares, 
A Bed, that Luſt nor Sorrow ſhares 3 
Where pleaſing daily Labours give 
Unbroken Sleeps from Ten to Five, We 
| - | From 
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From further Views entirely free ; 

But as you are content to be. 

And thus while all your Hours are paſt ; 4 

Ne or Fear) nor Lets for your nah 103 


; ö - ry 
1 By the fame! Hand. 


HILLS the Young,' the Fairs * Sh! ; 
The Touth that fain would ſpoil ye; 1 

Gives Hi Bloom: of May, 
And riper Bluſh of Juljß. 
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Whilſt thus the ſoothing Rogue hos 

His Phillis for his Pleaſures; s 
Learn, Fair one, hence t' eſcape his Snares; 0. 
And fave your _ ape ah Luigi os LA 


es The Bloſſoms by ills hot a Taint 

„ Soon drop, and fall neglected; 

% And Fruit that has a Maggot int, 
« However Fair's rejeted, "oo 
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CONTEMPLATION 
3 
e . 
By Mr. & AM 2 


Hether amidft the 2 Night I day =P 
Or my glad Eyes enjoy revolving Day, 
Still Nature's various Face informs my Senſe, _ 

Of an all-wiſe, all-pow'rful Providence. . 


When the gay Sun diflolves the breaking Night, 
And paints the diſtant Eaſtern Hills with Light, 
Colour returns, the Plains their Liv'ry wear, 

And a bright Verdure cloaths the ſmiling Year ; 
The blooming Flow'rs with op'ning Beauties glow, 
And grazing Flocks their milky. Fleeces ſhow, 
The barren Clifts with chalky Fronts ariſe, 
And a pure Azure arches o' er the Skies. COR = 5 
But when the 3 Reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading Pride all Nature mourns : 
The 
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The Trees no more their wonted. Verdure boaſt, 
But weep in dewy Tears their Beauty loſt:: 
No diſtant Landskips draw our curious Fes, U- 
Yet ſtill, ey'n Now, while Darkneſs cloatlis the Land; 
We view the Traces of th Almighty: Hand 
Milliogs/of Stars in Heav'n's wide Vault appear, 
And with new Glorics hang the boundleſs + op WT 
The Silver Moon her Weſterh Couch N 

And o'er the Skies her-nightly-Circle makes, 
Her ſolid Globe beats back the ſunny Rays, 
And to the World her borrow'd Light repays.”-. - 


Whether'th6ſe'Seajs that! nwinkling Luſtre ſend/ 
Are Suns, and rolling Worlds thoſe' Suns attend, 
Man may Conjefture, and new Schemes declare, 


| Yet all his Syſtems but Conjeftures are; 


But this we know, that Heav'n's deere [ 
Who bid this Univerſe from Nothing ſpring, 
Can at his Word bid num'rous Worlds appear, 


And riſing Worlds th* All-pow'rful ord” ſhall hear: 
"Ru 7 2: e Hot 88 %% nod l 
All human Nature nightly Sleep repairs, 
Unbinds the Mind, and ſoftens all its Cares; 
With Sleep the wearied Hind his Strength renews, 
And the next Morn his conſtant Task purſues, 
4 | 


whe : 


2 


When to the Weſtern Main the Sun rene T 4 
To other Lands a'rifing Day he lends, N 
The (| preading Dawn the watchful Shephierd 1 pies, 9 * 
The wakeful Flocks from their warm Folds — eg 
Refreſh'd, the Peaſant ſeeks his early Toil, | 
And bids the Plough correct the fallow Soil. 
While we in Sleep's Embraces waſte tus Night; 7 
The Climes oppos'denjoy Meridian Light: 
And when their Clime the buſie Sun forſakes, 
With us again the roſie Morning wakes; 
Each ſleeps in healthful-Eaſe dull Night away, - 
And neither Clime laments his abſent Ray, + 


When the pure Soul is from the Body flown, 
No more ſhall Night's alternate Reign be known + 
To bleſt Abodes ſhe ſwiftly ſhoots away, 

And in thoſe Regions drinks Eternal Day; 

The Sun no. more ſhall rolling Light beſtow, 

But from th? Almighty Streams of Glory flow, '/ 
Oh, may ſome nobler Thought my Soul employ, - 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary Joy! | 
The Stars ſhall drop, the Sun ſhall loſe his Flame; 

| But thou, O God, for ever ſhine the Same. 
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FROM THE 
Greek of SAPHO. 


= I, 
Mmortal Venus, to whoſe Name 
Millions of Altars daily flame ; 
Daughter of Jove, whoſe flatt'ring Art 5 4 
Knows well to wound a: Wretch's Heart; 
Sapho to you directs her Prayers: 
Afflict not thus my Soul with Cares; 
But ah! expel this raging Pain, 
Nor let my Wiſhes prove in yall, 
„ 
If Miſeries your Pity move, | 
If Sapho has deſerv'd your Love, 
Hear me, and ceaſe a tortur'd Mind,, 
And ſtill, as you were once, be kind; 
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When Pity fway'd your gentle Breaſt, 
And me above my Hopes you bleſt. . 
3 

Huber from Heav'n you took your Way, 
For ever Sacred be that Day; 
Your wanton Birds the Chariot drew, 
Like Lightning thro? the Clouds they flew, 
With opening Wings they cut the Air, 
And left on Earth their Heavenly Care; 
Then ſwiftly back your Sparrows flie, 
And waſt the Chariot to the Skie. 

„ 

A pleaſing Smile your Face adorn'd; 
You ask'd the Cauſe for which I mourn'd; 
'Twas then theſe joyful Words you ſaid, 
Why does my Sapho ſeek my Aid > 
If Love diftreſs'd has eaus d your Pain, 
You ſhall not ſue to me in yain, 


The Youth whoſe Graces you admire, 
Shall burn again with equal Fire; 
Doom'd, tho® he now your Paſſion flies, 
A certain Victim to your Eyes. 
e 
O Venus, with propitious Care, 
Indulge my Flame, receive my Prayer; 
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The Torments of uncertain Liieg 

From my ſoft bleeding, Heart remove . 

Ah! with your own reſiſtleſs ee af 

Your dying Votary:inſpire; © 7 

Do thou, bright Goddeſs, grant Succeſs, 3 5 
My Numbers ſhall thy Power confeſs. 8 
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Fourth Book of LU oy N. 
By Mr. TICKELL. | } 


cæſar, (having faces to give Bartel to Petreius 
and Afranius, Pompey's Liautenants in Spain] en- 
camped near the Enemy in the ſame Field. The 
Behaviour of their Soldiers, at their and 
knoting one another, is the Sn FR fe * | 
Verſes, | | 


HEIR ancient Friends, as now they n nearer drew, 
Prepar'd for Fight the wond' ring soldiers knew ; | 
"Ra with Brother ii in unnat'ral Strife, al " 
And the Son arm'd againſt the Father's Life : | % 1 
cCurſt Civil War! then Conſcience frſt was felt, ” 
And the * Veteran's Heart began to melt; 


— 


Fix d 


2 
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Fix'd in 455 Sorrow. all at once they Rand, 
Then wave (a Pledge of Peace): the ds Hand * 
For Vent Ten thouſand ſtruggling Paſſions move, 
The Stings of Nature, and the Pangs of Love. 
All Order broken, wide their Arms they throw, 

And run, with Tranſport, to the longing Foe: 
Here their long-loſt Acquaintance Neighbours claim, 
There an old Friend recalls his Comrade's Name, . 
Youths, who in Arts beneath one Tutor grew, 

Rome rent in twain, and Kindred Hoſts they view. 


"Fears wet their -impious Lead a fond Relief, 8 
And Kiſſes, broke by Sobs, the Words of Grief; 
Though yet no Blood was ſpilt, each anxious Mind 
With Horror thinks on what his Rage deſign'd, 

Ah! generous Youths, why thus, with fruitleſs Pain, 

Beat ye thoſe Breaſts ? why gufh thoſe Eyes in vain? 
Why blame ye Heav'n, and charge your Guilt on Fate: 
Why dread the Tyrant, whom your ſelves make great? 
Bids He the Trumpet ſound? the Trumpet ſlight. | 
Bids He the Standards move? refuſe the Fight. 
Your. Generals, left by you, will love again, 

E A Son and Father, when they” re Private: Men, 1 10 


Kind 3 ieee whoſe bliſsful Rig 
8 Holds this vaſt Globe i in one ſurrounding ( Chain, i 


1 
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Whoſe Laws the jarring Elements controul, 
And knit each Atome cloſe from Pole to Pole! 

Saul of the World! and Loye's Eternal Spring ! 
This lucky Hour, thy Aid, fair Goddeſs, e en 

This lucky Hour, ere aggravated Crimes | 
Heap Guile, on Guilt, and doubly: ſtain' Auth A 
No Veil henceforth for Sin, for Pardon none z 


They know their Duty, now their Friends are known. 


Vain Wiſh! from Blood ſhort muſt the Reſpite be, ) 
New Crimes, by Love inhanc'd, this Night ſhall ſee: 
Such is the Will of Fate, and ſuch the hard Decree. 


14 ; 
«@ * 1 


Twas Peate. From either Camp, now void of Fear, 
The Soldiers mingling chearful Feaſts prepare : 


On the green Sod the friendly Bowls were crown'd, 
And haſty Banquets pil'd upon the Ground: 
Around the Fire they talks one ſhows his Scars, '. - 
One tells what Chance firſt led him to the Wars; 4 
Their Stories o' er the tedious Night prevail, 

And the mute Circle liſtens to the Tale. 


They own they Fought, but ſwear they ne'er could Hate, 


Deny their Guilt, and lay the Blame on Fate; ts 
Their Love revives, to make them guiltier 22785 
A ſort- liy d Bleſſing, but to 1 Woe. 
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When to Perreius firſt the News was told. 
The jealous General thought his Legions fold. - 
Swift, with the Guards, his Head-ſtrong Fury drew, 
From out bis Camp he drives the Hoſtile Crew 
Cuts claſping Friends aſunder with his Sword, 
And ſtains with Blood — _—_ 2 _— 


Thenthabis Wrath! bredks out. * Oh"! loſt to Fame? | 
* Oh! falſe to Pompey, and the Roman Name! 
% Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate Bands? 
« Oh! Die at leaſt; 'tis all that Rome demands. 
e What? will ye own, while ye can wield the Sword 
e A Rebel Standard, and U ſurping Lord? - 
4 Shall he be fifd to take you into Place 
cc Amongft his Slaves, and grant you equal Grace? 
<< What ?:ſhallmy Life be begg'd ? Inglorious Thought! 
<< And Life abhorr'd, on ſuch Conditions bought! 
«© The Toits, we bear, my Friends, are not for Life, 
« Too mana Prize in fach a dreadful Strife; 
© But Peace would lead v0 Servitudeand Shame, 
A fair Amuſement, and a ſpecious Name, 
<< Never had Man-explor'd the Iron Ore, 
« Nark'd out the Trench, or rair'd-the lofty Tow. 
<< Ne'er had the Steed in Harnels fought” che Plain, 
„Or Fleets encounter'd on th* unſtable Main; 
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ec Were Life, were Breath, with ame to be compare, 
% Or Peace to glorious Liberty preferr'd, 
ec By guilty-Oachs the de deny Med, 4; > 
“ Holds faft its impious Faith, and ſtands its Ground; 
Are you perfidious, who efpouſe the Laws, 
« And Traytors only in a Righteous-Cauſe?' . 
Oh shame! in yain through Nations far and kde; ö 
I © Thou call'ſt the crowding Monarchs to thy Side, 
: « Fall'n Pompey ! while thy Legions here betray 
« Thy ee Life, and treat e ar. 


He ma Biere The Soldier's Rage returns, 
His Blood flies upward, and his Boſam turns. 


So, hap'ly tam'd, the Tiger bears his Bands, 
Leſs grimly growls, and licks his Keeper's Hands; 
But if by chance he taſtes forbidden Gore. 
He yells amain, and makes his Dungeon roar. 
He glares, he foams, he aims a deſperate Bound, 
Aud his * Maſter flies the * Ground. 


Now Deeds are e Man might charge aright 
On ftubborn Fate, or undiſeerning Night, | 
Had not their Guilt the lawlefs Soldiers known, 
And made the whole Malignity their own. 


1, 


Vert 


1 nnn. . 
© 


The Bed 8. the plenteous Tables ; float with Gore, bf 
And Breafts are ftabb'd, that were 'embrac'd before: 
Pity awhile their Hands from Slaughter Repel 


Inward they groan'd, and, as they drew, they we pt, 


But every Blow their wavering Rage aſſures, s 
In Murder hardens, and to Blood 'inures. . 
Crowds * on Crowds, nor Friends _ Friends 


deſcry, | 


But Sires by Sons, and Sons by Fathers die. 


Black, monſtrous Rage! each, with victorious Cries, 
Drags his ſlain Friend before the General's Eyes, 


Exults in Guilt, that throws the only Same 
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AE Days of Man are dem t to Pain and Strife | 
Quiet and Eaſe are Foreign 10 our Lille; 2 _ 1 


4 


No SitisfaQion i is, below, ſincere, it 459 
pleaſure it ſelf has ſomething that's ſevere: 5 al oy 
But long the fickle, wayward Britiſh Tſte' 
Its Sorrows did with flattering Joys beguile; 
To wild Exceſs their Frantick Humours flie, 
While WILLIAM's fowing Fortunes buoy” em high 2 


M : | But 
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But a chill Damp, and Faintneſs ſeize on all, 
By Dread MA R 14% Univerſal Fall : 
Their wonted Luxury all Orders leave, | 
Wieh Joynt- conſent to be their Selves, aud Grieve, 


From diſtant Homes the Pitying Nations come, 
A Mourning World attends her to the Tomb : ; 
The Poor, Her Firſt and Deepeſt Mourners are, ; 
Firſt in Her T houghts, and Earliet'in Her Care; . 
All Hand in Hand with common Friendly Woe, 
In Poverty, our Native State, they go: 
Some whom unſtable Errors did up 
By Luxury in Youth, to Need in Ag 8 
Some Who had Virgin vows for ul diele: 
And where, they Help expected, found a Toke ; 
Others who in their Want, feel dduble Weight 
From the Remembrance of a Plenteous State; 
There Mothers walk, who oft def] pairing ſtood, 
Piere d with cheir Infants deafning Sobs for Food; 
Then to a Dagger rau, with thegat ning Eyes: | | 
To ſtab theic Boſoms, and to huſh theix: Eriess - ../ 
But in the Thought abey topp: d. their Locks hey tore, 
Threw down the Steel, and. Cruelly forbore. 9 1 4 9 
The Innocents.their Parent's Love forgive, - 
Smile at their Bas. a kun be nh. 
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Theſe modeſt. Wants had-ne'er b underſtood, | 


But by MA RIAS Canning to be good; 
None on their State now caſt! a'Piryi Pitying Eye, 15 


Hear their Compi or will their Wane ſupply; 


They moye.as if they went, (ſv deep's their Mo 
Not only n 70 heir on 15 nt. 4 
Oppreſs'd KI a fearful to ie ei 8 


With Dread Concern, the Awful Senate came, 
Their Grief, n their e is | the IO 8 


The next Aerably-did ipates our Fears, * 


_The Stately Mourning Throng of Briziſh Peers; 


There, is each Member skill'd, and able known 
For ev'ry weighty Purpoſe of a Throne; 
T' adorn, or to defend their Native Ifle, 


Or Jarring Neighbour States to-reconeile;. | 
But moſt from Ormond's Port our Souls we chear, 


And Heeatombs expect for every Tea: 

For to the Foe is certain Vengeance ſent, | 

When Heroes ſuffer, and the Brave lament; 

To one their every Character may fall, 

Sommers, th' accom pliſn d Tongue which ſpeaks" emall 

That comprehenſive Man unskilbd in naught, | 

With all the Arts of Learn'd Aſſemblies Gunny 3 
a, | Mz | Ready, 


#4 
F 
3 
4 
43 
1 
- 
N 

£ 

by 17 
8 
1 
= 
= 
} 
2 
ti 
li 
'Y 
. 2 : 


en Er 


Ready his Wit, his Language Free and Pure, 

His Judgment Quick and Sudden, yet Mature, 
Ale can their different Powers at once Aiſpenſe, - | 
- So. juſtly is he form'd to ſpeak their Senſe >- 

Byt now dumb Sorrow repreſents em. more, 
Than e' er his Powerful Eloquence before, 9 
Though when his Lips with their known Sweetneſs = FE 
The , as Bones is as gens? is now. | 


Nov all are Paſt, yon' Wond'rous Man appears, 
-We yield to Gay Diſtreſs and comely Tears : 
Villars ! A Name deſign'd by Nature Chief, 
T* invite to Joy, or reconcile to Grief, | 
The Goſs of Men were to coarſe Uſes Born, 
But Heav'n made them Creation to aderu; 
With mix'd difturb'd Delight by all is ſeen, 
His Moving Manner, and his Speaking Mien; 
Rage, Pity, and Diſdain at once we trace, 
In the Aiſtracied Beauties of his Face; | 
We meaſure his each Step, each Motion ſcan, 
The Grief of Woman! but the Srrezigth of Man? 
To ſuch an Height his ſwola Afflictions grow, 


H' inſpires the Steed he leads with Human Woe; 
or Generous Beaſt looks back to's Purple Side, 
And now laments, what was before his Pride: 


No 


He'll ſnun our Cities, and our Armies ſoare :. 
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No more at Voice of Martial Muſi > bounds,” 


Nor. knows Ky Payer this: 3 ftole OE 


But heayes into big Sighes when he would; Neigb. . | 


Here at a Stand our weary'd Sorrow ſeems, 
Rack'd with new Forms, and tortur'd with Extremes; 
Ere this ſad Triumph paſt we found Relief, 
Continu'd Anguiſh loſt the Senſe of Grief; 

But ſtill the Chariot, fainting; Force ſapply'd, - 

Anew we all reviv'd, anew we dy'd ;- - 


Grief did all Bounds ambitiouſſy deny, 


Swell'd every Breaſt, and melted eyery Eye. 
Lo! Death himſelf! 1 See him Triumphant ride! 
Lo! the Grim Being moves with ſullen Pride . 


His Jaws are glutted for th* enſuing Year,. 


The Mourners plac'd on high with Looks deject, 
With down-intended Looks our Souls direct. 

Gold, Purple, Tiſſue, Crowns Enchant the 8 Sight, n 
And move our Grief, that us'd to give Delight... -4 5 
There drowſie Gems their Nature know no more, | 


$1 


| But gather Darkneſs now, as Light before; 


There all that's Br ight i i! th Widow'd World i is Gone 


Too faint t'expreſs, ey'n the Departed een. 
. h | | 
M3. Ns 


\\ 
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Inſpi pires à more familiar Kindly Moe: 
But Darby hides in vain her Gmſbing Ti ears, 
She Weeps as Subject, Servant, and a Friend: 


Their clouded Feauties ſpeak Man's gar dy $ rife | 
The gltering Miferics of Humane Life, he BE 


Cæœleſtial Youth and Beauty did i impart 


And future Monarchs round her Table play. 


f 
. 


No Mortal Beauty yet recalls an Eye, 
The next bright Objects paſs neglected by ; 
But as the Fair-ones March, the lengthening: Rove 


One Univerſal Face their Paſſion wears, 


In Her Affliction takes an abject State, 
Something ſo very Low, yet very Great; 
No ſingle Cauſe ſo different Grief cou'd ſend, 


To cloſe the Pomp, the Fair Attendant Maids 
Appear true Angels dreſs'd like fancy'd Shades; 


Who chat theſe paſſing Obſequies had ſeen, | 
Won'd e'er believe this were | that very Queen; 
That very Queen, whom Heav'n ſo lately gave 
A Crown, in the ſame Place where, now, a Grave / : 


1 ſee Her yet, Nature and Fortune s Pri ide, 
A Septer Grac'd her Hand, a King her ics 


Eeftatick Viſion to the coldeſt Heart: 
We ſawher Children ſhould fucceed her Sway, 


1 


[er 


Her People's, Aeclamations. rend the Skies, 
| The ecchaing Firmament returns their Cries; | | 


ue Ahe 


She unconcern'd and careleſs all the while, + 
With eaſie Majeſty, and Humble State, | 
Smiles at the zrifle Power, and Knows its date. 
What being prov'd ſo furiouſly enclin d, 

For Poet. bach Morn Aſſum'd, each Night reſt 1 ? 
So ſhort a Period to Her Glories giv'n, 7 

The Crime of Fate, and tlie Reproach of Heav'n! 


But to the facred Fane the Pomp is led, 

The Wide Capacious palace of the Dead. 
What Hands commit the Beauteous, Good and Juſt, 
The. Dearer Part of WILLIAM, to the Duſt? 


In Her his Vieal Heat, his Gloſy Yes, | 
In Her the Monarch liv'd, in Her he Dies. 


One was their Soul while he ſecur'd Her Reſt, 


War's Hardſhips ſeem'd Luxurious to his Breaſt : 

And he Abroad, no peace Repoſe could yield 

She felt the diſtant Dangers of the Field. 

No form of state makes the Great Man * 

The Task due to her Love, and to His Moe; 1 
since his kind Frame can't the large suffering bear, 
In Pity to his People, he's not here: 
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| For to the mighty Loſs we now e 91405 J 1:77 
rbe next Affliction were to ſee him ern 
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COQUET DAUGHTER, 


Of the Damſels and Swains ; SHETTY S283 -10 tr 


Kiſs'd, and fat on each Knee, 
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cob, MOTHER 
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T the doſe of the Day, © e : 
When the Bean- flow r and Hay , 
Breath'd Odours in ev IF” Wind: VR, BY 2 
Love enliven'd the Veins f 


we N and each action was kinds 
11. 


Molly, wanton and free, 
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wil Fond eeſtaſie n in Her Eyes. | 
; . thy, Mother is near, r e ee OA 


* 


Hark ! She calls thee to hear n »d M e 


— What Age and Experience adviſe; 
| III. | 
Haſt thou ſeen the bliebe Dove na 


Stretch her Neck to her Love, 
All gloſſy with Purple and Gold? 
If a Kiſs he obtain, | 
She returns it again: | 
| 2 follows, you need not be told, 
R. „ 
9 Look ye, Mother, ſhe ery'd, | — 
ron inſtruct me in Erdes 
And Men by ene are Won 
She who trifles with all 
Is leſs likely to fall 
Than ſhe who but trifles with one] 
Pr'ythee, Molly, be wile, 
Left by ſudden ſurprize . | 
\ Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry Vein: 8 
SY Take a Shepherd for Life, . 
And when once you're a Wite, FH | 
You ſafely may trifle again. 


Ms VI Molly 
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Molly ſmiling reply'd, 
Then I'll ſoon be a Bride: 
Old Roger has Gold in his Cheft, 
But I thought all you Wives 
Choſe a Man for your Lives, 
And trifled no mare wich the red. 
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Elector of Bavaria : 
TO THE 


FRENCH KING: 


AFT E R TH B 
BAT TEL. of RAMILLIES. 


— 


Triſte petis munus: quis enim ſua pralia victus 
Commemorare velit? referam tamen ordine, nec tam 
Turpe fuit vinci, quam contendiſſe decorum ; 
Magnaque dat nobis Tantus.ſolatia Vic Tok. 

| Ovid. Metam. Lib. 9. 
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Printed in the Vear 1727. 
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Lordſhip for the Tranſgref 


2 . 


which Your Lordſhip — 
1 to appear in Verſe, with- 
out asking Pardon of Vour 


on: - Ovid, 
| wh 


_ 1 0 * 
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lanes to a wa | 
of his Friends for Po For Study of f the 


Laws for that of Poetry; but I hope the 


Subje& of the following Poem, and the 
Example of Your Lordſhip, as well as of 


"the Greateſt Men of this preſent Age, who 


have Condeſcended to be Admir'd for theſe 
Sort of Productions, will ſufficiently De- 
fend me from any Neproaches of this Kind, 
The moſt Eminent for their Application 
to Buſineſs have ſometimes employ'd their 
Vacant Hours in theſe Diverſions : And 
thoſe who have the Honour to Attend 
Your Lordſhip's Court will find Leiſure 
enough: to Exerciſe themſelyes in Poetry, 
if Tour Lordſhip Continues to Determine 
Cauſes with the ſame Expedition wu 
which you "oe hitherto and 


" Our General __ not Signaliz 'd himſelf 
more in, the Field, than Your Lordſhip 
has done in the Courts of Ju ſtice. The 
d and the, Oppreſs'd «Sy been ro- 

: markably 


DEDICATION. 


markably Relicv's in both Places; and ic 
| in the One Towns have been Taken in a 


few Days that have been thought Impre- 
onable, in the Other Controverſies have 


| been Decided in a few Hours that have 
| formerly been look'd rr as the Work of 
1 Ages. 


But the Publick Adminiſtration of Jus 
ſtice, and thoſe Extraordinary Qualifica- 
| tions, with which Your Lordſhip ſo Emi- 
| nently Adorns Your High Station, are eve- 
ry where Admir'd and Celebrated. Before 
a Performance of this Nature, it might 
be more proper to take Notice of the 
| great Tofighr Your Lordſhip is allow'd to 
have in all the Politer Parts of Learning. 
| As in other Reſpects Your Lordſhip falls 
| ſhort of none of Your Predeceſſors, fo in 
this You ſhall be Deſervedly Nam'd with 
Sir Thomas More, my Lord Yerulam, and 
what is a far greater Honour, my Lord 
Sommers. This Particular Accompliſhment 


of Your Lordſhip, would Diſcourage me 
from 
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from Offering You! this Trifle, if I were 
not leſs - Ambitious of gaining Your Ap- 
Tan than of ſhewing _ ſelf, 


Your Lordſhip's, 


eu Dui an 


Moſt Obedient 


* » 


Humble Servant 
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T yet, Great S IR; your Heart e can Comfort know, 
And the Returning Sighs leſs frequent flow; 

If yet your Ear can ſuffer ANNA's Fame, 

And bear, without a Start, Her MaxLBxr0O's Name 3 


If all: the Slain o'er wide Ramillia ſpreadd. 
25 = IR and in „ _ 1978 In 


Attend, and be your gell, While I recite 
(Oh! that I only can of Loſſes write + AN , 
To what a mighty Sum our IIIs amount, 
And give a faithful, tho“ a ſad, Account. 
| | Let 
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Let not Bavaria be- Condemn'd unheard, 
Nor, *till Examin'd, have his Conduct clear'd; 
Charge not on me alone that Fatal Day, 
Your own Commanders bore too great a wei; 
Think! Sir with Piry think"! what I have loſt, 
My Native Realms and my Paternal Coal,” 
All that a firm Confed'rate could beſtow, 
Ev'n Faith and Fame, A you belleve the Foe. | 
Think! what a heavy load o erwhelms my Breaſt, 
With 3 own Sorrows and with yours-Oppreſtz 
After one Battel loſt, and Country gone, 


| WO 


nn again, alas! and twice undone. 


„On Ghee Dal 1 bagia2 what Cangiage kd 
To heal the raging Anguiſh of your Mind ?. 
Oh! 1 where will wy aden, 0 end? hk þ 


Conqueſt I often 3 I confeſs, 

And who from ſuch a Pow'r could roms lefs? 
There Gallia's Force, and here Bavaria's ſhines, 
Th' experienc'd Houſhold fills our erouded Lines; 
Already had our tow'ring Thoughts o'erthrown. 
The Belgian Hoſt, while we ſurvey'd our own, 
Deſtroy'd their Provinces with Sword and Flame, 
_—_ Seas, and fack'd' their Amſterdam ; EAA 
FR Already 
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Alrcady had we ſhar'd the faney d Spoil, : 
(Imaginary Trophies crown'd dur Toi) 
Batavian Standards to this Ain 111 L 
In that the Britiſh: Croſſes dommꝰd to wan, . 
A Rural Seat aſſignꝰd each Captiue Cf.. 
In flow'ry Gardens to aſſwage his Grief, ? 
And by this Arts, and firſt Eſcape prepar'd, 

On mannes bad;beſtbw'd a double Guard, 


Paris pa e 1 g of 
Haſten'd the tuneful Hymn and folenin Show; 7 110 
Triumphal Chariots for the Victor ſtay'd, CW 
And finiſh'd Arches caſt a pompous Shad 
With niceſt Art the Bards had dreſs'd their 15 
Of nothing fearful but to reach our Praiſe; 

But all our Hopes and Expectation croſt, | 
What Lines have We ? what Fame has — | 


Your Army now, fixt on its high Deſigns, 
Ruſh forth like yernal Swarms, and quit their Linesz 
Eager the Dyle they paſs to ſeek the Fight, 
Judoina s Fields with ſudden Tents are white, 
The Foe deſcends, like Torrents from the Hills, 
And all the neighb'ring Vale tumultuous fills: 
Preluding Canons tell th' approaching Storm, 
And working Armies take a dreadful Form, © 
| | S8oon 
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Soon your victorious Arms, and ſtronger ee 
Tore all the Left, and broke the Belgian Horſe ; 
Their ſcatter?d/Troops:are rally d to the right, 

But only rally'd for a ſecond Flight: 


As when high Heav'n on ſome aſpiring Wood, 


Which in cloſe Ranks, and thickeſt Order ſtood, - 


Fours its collected Stores of Vengeance down, 


Cedars are ſeen with Firs and Oaks o'erthrown, 
Long Ravages and Intervals of Waſte! 

So gor'd their Lines appear'd; and fo defac'd. 

The Third Attack had ended all the War, 
Sunk their whole Force, and fay'd your future Care, 
Had MAR LER ö, only MaR LEA ô, not been there. 


— 
» 


As ſome good Genius flies, to ſave the Realms 


Which, in his Abſence born, a Plague o' erwhelms, 


Through op' ning Squadrons did the Hero haſte, 
And rais'd their 5 . as he FO 


Amidſt the routed 8 he ies 1 
Turn'd the, Purſuit, tlie fainting Fight reid: 
Supply'd each Rank, fill'd ey'ry vacant Space, 
And brought the Battel to its former Face, ' | 


With trembling Hearts we ſee our Fate decreed; 


Where MRT B80 fights how can a Foe ſucceed? 


To 
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To reach his Life our boldeſt Warriors ſtriye, eg] 5 A. 
On him the Storm with all its Thunder drive: 
He tems the War, and half encompaſs'd round 
Still clears his Way; and Kill Oy; 
Amaz d I ſaw him in ſuch Dangers live, 1 
And w—_ him 155 Death 1 ns dee. * 
1 5 DP oro3rbar Une 2901 42 
Abe aur ane Pleakune ſhall Litell? bela oiT 
The thund'ring Steed, and the great Rider, fell: tA 
We thank'd kind Heay'n, and hop'd the Victor ſlain; 
But all our Hopes, and all our eee vain n Lad 
Free from the Guilt of Ma Hs e er R% iK 
Alive he e 125 1 on 1 a 
hs 0 2 1841 in hs Toits is bY 5 Uno 
That uncontroll'd had laid the Country waſte; . 
Th' inſulting Hinds ſurround him, who before 
Fled from his Haunts, and trembled at his Roar; 
So round beſet-the mighty Briron ly es; 
And vulgar Foes attempt the Glorious Prize. 
Till freſh Battalions to his Succour brought. 
Contending Armies for the Hero fought; 


The wanted Steed ſome friendly. Hand prepar' d. 
And met. a fatal, bug a great, Reward·· 
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| The Reſard: Cet We bad Des i, 
Our weaken'd. Houſhold with new Fury ſborhrd: 
While all around to our admiting Eyes 
Freſh Foes, and undiſcover'd Squadrons, riſe. 
The boaſted Guards that ſpread*your Name ſo far, 
And mrn'd. where - er they fought the doubtful War, 
With Heaps of Shughter ſtrow'd the Fatal Plain, | 
7 And did à Thouſand: Glorious Things in vain; 
| | y | Broke with unequal Force ſuch Numbers die, 
That I my ſelf rejoicd to ſee them fr. 
| k | But oh ! how few preſery'd themſelyes by Flight ? 
[| Or found a eee eee 2. 
Thouſands fall undiftinguiſh!d in the Dark, 
And Five OP Nr eats with wide Deſtruction mark, 


4 


Scarce at «Remy Aidthi Se wy 


When the ſwift Victor had approactrd Offend; by 
Took in whole States and Countries in his Way, | 
| Bruſſels, nor Ghent, nor Antwerp gain'd a Dayz | 
| Within the Compaſs of one Circling Moon, ; 
The Lisi the Demer, and the Scheld, his own. : 
What in the Foe's; and what in William's Hand, : 


Did for an Age the Power of France withſtand ; 
* 5 Tho- 
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Tho' each Campaign ;ſhe. 650Wwdeh Natienzdraikid) 1 
And the fat Sail with Blogil of Thawſande ſtain'd 51. 
Thoſe Forts; and Rroviaoes does MALI ede 
In twice three Suns, aud not a Soldier ſtam m 
Nonęt can ſuſpend the Fortune of Abeir Boum 
But who their Harveſt ;and/theix — | 
Compell'd to call Chis, Valoyr 40% Nad [ yoo vie 7 
The tes CBI aer an da heir Rd. won 02 : 
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Oh ! were our Lofs to Fland ria's Pliny comfin'd? 
But what a. Train of Ills are ſtill behind? ns ST 
Beyond the Adige Hundums feels the Biete 
And Villars NNW. retires without a Foe: -1- | Tar 


The Fate of Flandens ſprealls in Spain the. - 
And their new: Nona rabs of half his Fame; 


But France ſnall hear, in ſome late diſtant neg, \ 
An unborn Zexgis <urſe Rarillia e 
lit ah ni zn aft EAR 


Whither, Ohl, Whither Hall. Aeg AY 

| Or wheres himſelf, er bens abs; Vitor n 
Shall I no more With vyain Ambition s m., öN 
But my oa, Suhjecks rule in gase at home? 
Thence an abandon d Fugitive Im drix s. 
Like the Gixk guilty) Man. by angry Her nn 
From his bleſsd Manſigns, where th avenging ; Lond 
till * 4 drandiftrs mad. | 


or 
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And reign: o'er diſtant Provinces for Abe 11 5113 br 


The Swede and Pole for his, deſpife- their own. 


— 


264 5 5 UE T TAL 
or ſhall I to Brabancia's/Conrts retire; 662, 0269 a 


Shall Iwitls borrow'd Goremmen dens," Non 
A Royal Servant and Another's Prince? ry Al 
Theſe Countries too (oh my hard Fate!) are to 
And I-ans banifl'd from a Foreign Coaſt; 
Now may 1 fight"ſecure of 'future'Toils, een. 
ys no new Countries a third Battel fpbil ss 
Ob; Tallard. / once I did thy Chains deplore, 
But envy now the Fate I mourn'd before; 
By Bondage bleſs'd, protected by the Foe, 
You live contented with One Overthrow - 5 - 


i 3 
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Her Captive, Britain, kindly kept awaß 7 2 F 
From :the 004 here my hu Fatal Day. jo 
"3: 0 - 
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- How does my Fall the haughty Victor raiſe,” 
And join divided Nations in his Praiſe, 
Grateful Germania unknown Titles frames, 
And Chun chriL writes amongſt her rt Names 
Part of her States obey a Britiſh Lord, n on I 27, 
Small Part! of the Great Empire he reſtor'd. 
From the proud Spaniard he extorts Applauſe, - + 
And Riyals with the Durch 'their Great- as. | 
In- ev ry Language are his Battels knewn, 
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MISCELLANISS. ug 
A Thonſand Sects in him their Safety place, * na 
And our Own Saints are thank'd for our Piſgrace. $4 
England alone, and that ſome Pleaſure pings: 
Envies ber ſelf the Bleſſings the receives. , 


My Grief each Place renews where-& er I 30, 
And ev'ry Art contributes to my Woe; 


Ramillia's Plain each Painter's Pencil yields, 


Bavaria flies in all their Canvas Fields: 

On me, young Poets their rude Lays indite, 
And on my Sorrows practiſe how to write; 

I in their Scenes with borrow'd Paſlion rage, 
And act a ſhameful Part on ey'ry Stage. 


In Flandria will the Tale be ever told, 

Nor will it grow, with ever telling, old: 

The Liſping Infants will their MAR L BN © raiſe, _ 

And their new Speech grow plainer in his Praiſe; 

His Story will employ their middle Years, 

And in their lateſt Age recall their Fears, 

White to their Children's Children they relate 

The Buſineſs of a Day, their Country's Fate: 

Then lead them forth, their Thoughts to entertain, 

And ſhew the wond'ring Youth Ramillia's Plain; 

Twas here they fought, the Hauſhold fled that Way, 

And this the Spot where MaxLBR 0 proſtrate lay. 
N Here 
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| Here they, perhaps, ſhall add Bavaria's Name, 
Cenſure his Courage, and his Conduct blame: 
"Tis falſe; *tis falſe, I did not baſely yield, 

I left indeed, but left a bloody Field: 

Believe not, Future Ages, ne'er believe 

The vile Aſperſions which theſe Wretches give; 
If you too far my injur'd Honour try, | 
Take heed, my Ghoſt, it will, it ſhall, be nigh, 
Riſe in his Face, and give the Slave the Lie. 


Why ſhould the Stars thus on Britannia ſmile, 
And Partial Bleſſings crown the Fav'rite Iſte'? 
Holland does Her for their Great Founder own; | 
Britannia gave to Portugal a Crown: 
Twice by her Queens does proud Iberia fall; 
Her Edwards and her Henrys conquer'd Gaul: 
The Swede her Arms from late Oppreſlion freed, 
And if he dares Oppreſs, will Carb the. Swede. 
She, from her ſelf, decides her Neighbours Fates, 
Reſcues by turns, by turns · ſubdues their States; 
In the wide Globe no Part could Nature ſtretch 
Beyond her Arms, and out of Britain's Reach: 
Who fear'd, ſhe e'er could have Bavaria ſeen? 
Such Realms, and Kingdoms, Hills, and Seas between! T 
Yet there, --— Oh fad Remembrance of my Woe'! T 
Diſtant Bavaria does her Triumphs ſhow, © N 
z . Proud 
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waa State ! q * ee lye at thy Gamma, 
No Prince without thee Riſe, without thee Stand! 
What Share? what Part is thine of all the Spoil? 
Thine only is the Hazard and the Toil. 
An Empire thou haſt ſav'd and all its e a 
Ieria's Realms have felt ſeverer Fates 
What wou'dſt thou more? ſtill do thy Arms anch! | 
Heay'n knows what Doom thou haſt reſery'd for France ! 


From whoſe Wiſe Care does all the Treaſure riſe, 
That ſlaughter'd Hoſts and ſhatter'd Fleets ſupplies? 
From whence fuch boundleſs. Conqueſt does ſhe reap, 
Purchas'd with all her boaſted Millions cheap 2 


O bleſs'd! oh enyy'd QUEEN ! that does Command 
At ſuch a Time, in ſuch a happy Land; 
Great in Her Armies and Her pow'rful Fleet! 
Great in Her Treaſures ! in Her Triumphs Great! 
| But Greater ſtill! and what we envy moſt, 

That can a-M ARLBRO for Her Subject boaſt !. 


Ob, Gallia ! from what Splendors art thou hurl'd F 
n? The Terror once of all the Weſtern World; | 
Thy f. preading Map each Year did larger grow, 
New Mountains Rill did riſe, new Rivers flow | 
ud | 


N 2 | But 
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But now ſurtounded by thy ancient Mounds, 
Doft Inward: ſhrink from thy New-conquer'd Bounds, | 
Why did not Nature, far fromMarxLrBRrO's Worth, 
In Diſtant Ages bring her Louis forth? 
| Each uncontroll'd had conquer'd Worlds Alone, 
Happy! for Europe, they Together ſhone. 


« Ceaſe! Louis, ceaſe! from Wars and Slaughter ceaſe! 
Oh! Sue at laſt, 'tis time to Sue, for Peace! | 


Trge not too far your Twice unha ppy Fate, 

Nor MaKRLBR © s ſtronger Arm confeſs too late: 
W however Camps or rough Encounters ſaw, 

Can no ;uſt Image of the Hero dray : 

He muſt, alas! that M AF.L BRO truly knows, 
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Face him. in Battel, and whole Armies loſe. 
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Believe me, Sir, on my unwilling Breaſt, 
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k | Fate has his Virtues one by one Impreft : 
| | With what a Force our Schellemberg he ſtorm'd? 
; And Pleinheim's Battel with what Conduct form- d 
— 1 How Great his Vigilance; how Quick his Thought; 


W hat his Contem̃pt of Death, Ramillia taught. 
Taieſe Nature cool for Peace and Counſel forms, 


For Battel thoſe with Rage and Fury warms; 


— 0 6 


But to Her Fav'rite Briton does impart 
The Cooleſt Head at once and Warmeſt Heart; 


80 
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Flames in her n on nn the Snow. 


My Youth with flat'ring Smiles did Fortune Crown; | 
The more ſeverely on my Age to Frown ? | | 
Of Pleaſure's endlefs Store I drank my Fil, 
Officious Nature waited on my” Wil, - 
The Auſtrian Reſcu'd, and the Turk o'erthrown, 
Furope and” Aſia Al'd with my Renown : 

Blaſted are all my Glories and my Fame, 
Loſt is my Country and Illuftrious Name = 
The Titles from their preſent Lord are torn, 
Which my Great Anceſtors ſo long had born; 


No Native Honours ſhall my Off-ſpring grace, 


The laſt Elector with a Num'rous Race. 


Half my unhappy Subjects loſt by Wars, 


The reſt for a worſe Fate the Victor ſpares :- 
Were they for this Entruſted to my Care? 
This the Reward the Brave, the Faithful ſhare 2 


My Sons lament, in diftant Dungeons thrown, _ 


Unacted Crimes, and Follies not* their own; 
But oh! my Conſort !---- my o'er-flowing Eyes 
Guſh forth with Tears, and all my Sorrows riſe,, 
While the Dear tender Exile 1 bemoan; | 
Oh Royal Bride! oh Daughter of a Throne! 


N 3 | Not 
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Not thus I promis'd when I ſought thy Bed, 
Thou didſt the Brave, the Great Bavaria Wed: 
Curſt be Ambition! curſt the Thirſt of Pow'r! 
And curſt that once-loy'd Title Emperour! 


Excuſe, Great SIR, the Ravings of a Mind, 
That can ſo juſt a Cauſe for Sorrow find; 
My Words too rudely may a Monarch greet, 
For oh! was ever Grief like mine diſcreet! 
No suff rings ſhall my Firm Alliance End, 
An Unſucceſsful, but a Faithful Friend. 


To T H E 
ern 
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MARLBOROUGH 


Ardon, Great PVE, if Britain's style delights; 
Or if th' Imperial Title more invites, 
Pardon, Great PRINCE, the Failings of a Muſe, 
That dares not hope for more than Your Excuſe, 
. Forc'd 
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Forc'd at a Diſtance to attempt Your „A 


And Sing Your Victories in Mournful Lays, 
To caſt in Shadows, and allay the Light, * 
That wounds, with nearer Rays, the dazled. Sight, 
Nor durſt-in a direct and open Strain 
Such Acts, with her unhallow'd Notes, prophane 2 
In tow'ring Verſe let meaner Heroes grow, _ 
And to Elab'rate Lines their Greatneſs owe; 
Your Actions, own'd by ev'ry Nation, want 
Praiſes, no greater than a Foe: may grant, 

Oh! when ſhall Europe, by her Man LBA 0'5 Sword, 
To laſting Peace and Liberty reſtor'd, 
Allow her weary Champion a Retreat, 
To his loy'd Country and his riſing Seat? 


| Where your ſoft Part'ner, far from Martial Noiſe, 
Your Cares ſhall ſweeten with Domeſtick Joys: : 

Your Conqueſts ſhe. with doubtful Pleaſure hears, 

And in the midſt of ey'ry Triumph fears; = 

Betwixt her Queen and You divides her Life, .- - 

A Friend Obſequious, and a Faithful Wife. 


Hail Woodſtock ! Hail ye Celebrated Glades ! 
Grow faſt ye Woods, and flouriſh thick ye Shades! 


N 4 - Ye 
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Ye riſing Tow'rs for your new Lord prepare, 
Like your old Henry come from Gallia's War. 


The Gen'ral's Arms as far the King's o*erpow'r, 
As this new Structure does ſurpaſs the Bow'r. 


F 


The Pleaſing Proſpects and Romantick Scite, 
The Spacious Compaſs, and the Stately Height; 
The painted Gardens, in their flow'ry Prime, 
Demand whole Volumes of Immortal Rhime, 
And if the Muſe would ſecond the Defign, 
Mean as they are, ſhould in my Numbers ſhine, 
There live, the Joy and Wonder of our Hles, 
Happy in Albion's Love and ANNA's Smiles. 


| While from the Godlike Race of ChunxchrIx born; 
Four beauteous Roſamonds this Bow'r adorn, 
Who with the antient Syren of the Place 
In Charms might vie, and ev'ry blooming Grace 
But bleſs'd with equal Virtues had ſhe been, 
Like them ſne had been Fayour'd by the QUEEN, 
Whom your high Merit, and their own, prefers 
To all the worthieſt Beds of England's Peers. 


Thus the Great Eagle, when Heav'n's Wars are o'er, 
And the loud Thunder has forgot to rore, 


Jave's 
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Jove s Fires laid by, with thoſe of Venus burns, 
To his forſaken Mate and Shades returns; 

On ſome proud Tree, more Sacred than the refk,. 
With curious Art he Builds his ſpacious Neſt; 

In the warm Sun lyes Basking all the Day, 

While round their Sire the-gen'rous Eaglets play; 
Their Sire, well-pleas'd to ſee the Noble Brood 
Fill all the Loftieſt Cedars of the Wood. 
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By Mr. CROXALL, 


| Author of the Two Original CANTOS a SPE NSER, 
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Auditis? an me ludit amabilis 

Inſania? audire, & videor pios 
Errare per lucos, amœnæ | 
Duos & Aque ſubeunt & Aura: Hor: 
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To the Right Honourable the 


Earl of HALIFAX. 


DO break in with the imperti- 
nent Trifle of a Dedication, 
upon that great and unaffect - 
S ed Sorrow, which at this Time 
ak attend your Lordſhip, may be thought 
unpardonable. But, My Lord, I efteem 
it a Point of Duty to Inſcribe That to 
Your Lordſhip, which was defign'd to 
have been addreſs'd to your Unkle of dear 
and eternal Memory, the Great Earl. of 
Halifax : whoſe Name I ſhould forbear to 
Mention, if I thought Your Lordſhip's 
7 5 Con- 
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Concern capable of being augmented by 
it. By the untimely Death of that i incom- 
parable Perſon, the King muſt ſuffer an ir- 
reparable Loſs of a moſt able and faithful 
Miniſter; the Nation, of an experienced 
and diſintereſted Stateſman; and all Arts 
and Sciences, of the moſt accompliſhed Pa- 
tron that has flouriſh'd ſince the Days of the 
Roman Auguſtus. The Humanity and Ele- 
gance of his Manners will be miſſed in a 
Court diſtinguiſhed by its Politeneſs; his 
deep Penetration, and Vigilance, at the 
Council; his perſuaſive Eloquence and Mo- 
deration, amongſt his Peers 3 his Affability 
and uncommon Skill as a Director, among 
his Dependents in the Buſineſs of the Trea- 
ſury; and his Univerſal Benevolence, a- 
mongſt all Mank ind. Your Lordſhip will 
pardon me for preſuming to mention thefe 
few of his Virtues; and acquit me for de- 
elining to recount them all. It is as im- 
poſſible to think of thoſe admirable Per- 


fections with Silence as to paint the leaſt 


ef ihem io the Life, 2 Work too hard 
02 for 
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Though i it hi a 8 Opinion among 1 
Writers that the Imperfections of an Au- 
thor may be palliated by the honourable A 
Title which ſtands in the Firſt Page; as 
the Baſeneſs of a Metal is ennobled and 

made to paſs current from the Dignity of 

its Image and Inſcription: Yet, my Lord, 
I cannot ſay that the Confidence I had in | 
his Patronage was the only Motive for mp 
intended Dedication. I had a perſonal Ob- 
ligation z of which I was reſoly'd upon the 
firſt Opportunity to make a publick -Ac- 

knowledgment : And I have therefore 
(however I may have fall'n ſhort) in the 
Introduction to this Piece made a faint At- 
tempt, to deſcribe the Publick-ſpirit and 
| Integrity of my Patron; whom we muſt 
| now ſuppoſe the foremoſt in the Rank of 
this Viſionary Aſſembly. This Debt, ſince 
J have been diſappointed of paying it where 


it was ſo * due, I humbly beg Your 
Lordſhip 
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DEDICATION. 


| Lordſhip to accept : And forgive me, wy 


Lord, for judging You, among Your other 
valuable Poſſeſſions, entitled to * thing ſo 
mean and worthleß. 


J am, 


My LORD, 


Your Lordſhip's 


— 


Meft Obedient, and 


moſt Humble Servant, 


Ls 


And vanquiſh'd Tyrants tempt with all their Store; 


EHE Man, whoſe Life by Virtus's Model fram'd 
1 Flows calmly on unſpotted and unblam'd, 
Whoſe gentle Heart exults with freeborn Blood 

In Principles of Honour richly good, | 


Can Envy's ugly Frowns unmoy'd ſurvey,. 
And look on Civil Storms without Diſmay : 
Him, nor the paſſive Bigot can controul, h 
Nor tricking Stateſman bend his ſteady Soul 1 
His ſtable Breaſt inur'd to perſevere 

In wav'ring Times, admits not guilty Fear. - 
Tho? round his Head loud Warriour Thunders roar, 


Inſpir'd by conſcious Worth and nobly bold, 
He ſcorns alike proud Bourbon's Threats and Gold. 
Tho? heaving Winds ſhould burſt this ſolid Ball, 
And ev'ry Star in crumbling Ruin fall; 5 
His Mind compos'd, and Temper manly ſtern, 
Would meet the dreadful Cruſh with Unconcern. 
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22 POET ICA L 
And Leda's Twins among the Gods enrol'd; 
Thus Naſſau, thus AUG US TUS taught to riſe, 


Have ſpurn'd the Ground, and gain'd the Chryſtal Skies 5 


Where Bacchus, ſweet Inventor of the Vine, 
Supplies in Purple Streams Nectareous Wine: 
Their mortal Toils in ſoft Oblivion drown'd, 
They feaſt repos'd on fleecy Clouds around, 


And quaff full Bowls of Bliſs with circling Glories 


. [crown'd, 


Toſs'd with theſe Thoughts, in vain my waking Head | 
. Sought the ſweet Quiet of the downy Bed; 


And tho' no Cares of Love uſurp'd my Breaſt, 


No piercing Grief my peaceful Mind oppreſs'd; 


} Yet Morpheus ſtill averſe deny'd. me Reſt, 


ye Hercules, and the Twin Sons of Leda by Jupiter, 
Caſtor and Pollux, are ſaid by the Heathen Poets 10 


have been receiv'd into Heaven after Death, for their 
Heroic Exploits; the Happineſs whereof is ſuppos'd. to 


cone (among other Pleaſures) in drinking Nectar. 
As Horace, in the Third Ode af his Third Book, has 


made no Scruple of admitting Auguſtus to the Banquet 


of the Geds even white he was alive; I take the ſame 
2 to repreſent. his Majeſty King GEORGE, un- 
der the Name of AUGUSTUS, as partaking the 
Happmeſs of his great Anecftor X. William the 111d. 

F Morpheus, the God of Sliep; who is faid to pre- 


. fide over Nocturnal Affairs, in diſpenſing Dreams, quiet 
Fepoſe, &c. or anf, lng i 


em at his Pleaſure. 


on 


N. 
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On various Themes T ſpent the tedious Night, £/ 

And ſleepleſs faw the Morn's new-dawning Light; 12 

Then roſe, and iſſting forth with early -- 

Down to the woodland Glade r bent my . 155 

* Where gentle Mole rolls on his ſi lent streams 

Thro' Surrian Dales to meet the Silver Thames. 

Here in the Covert of a lonely Grove, 

Retir'd alike for Poetry or Love, 1 

Penſive beneath a ſpreading Oak I Rood | 

That veiPd the hollow Channel of the Flood: 3 
Along whoſe ffrelving Bank the Violet Blue 
And Primrofe Pale in lovely Mixture grew. . _ 
High over-arch'd the bloomy Woodbine bung, 
The gandy Goldfinch from the Maple ſung; 
The little warbling Minſtrel of the Shade 
To the gay Morn her due Devotion paid : * 
Next, the ſoft Linnet ecchoing to the Thruſb 
| With Carols fill'd the ſmelling Briar-buſh ; 
While Philomel attun'd her artleſs Throat, 
And from the Hawthorn, breath'd a trilling Nate. 
| Indulgent Nature ſmil'd in oven Ts: oO 
And fill'd with Joy unknown my raviſtrd Heart. 


a LEY 


LY Mole, a 7 5 ſe calÞd from 200 mg & 4 
derable Space under Graund; it riſas not far from Bon- 
Hill near Darking in the County of Surrey, and falls 
into the Rs e Hampton-Court. 
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Attent I liſten'd while the Feather'd Throng 
Alternate finiſh'd and renew'd their Song; 
Then, ſtrolling on as Chance or Fancy led,. 

I gain'd the Margin of a verdant Mead ; 
Whoſe even Surface, like th' unruffled Main, 
With Graſſy Hue diſplay'd a level Plain. 
Here ev'ry Flow'r that N ature's Pencil draws- 
In various Kinds a bright Enamel roſe: 

The ſilver Dazy ſtreak'd with ruddy Light, 
The yellow Cowſlip and the Snow-drop white; 
The fragrant *Huyacinth, Apollo's Flow'r, 

And freſh Narcifs that love the ſtreamy Shore. 
There Crow- feet did their Purple Bells unfold, 
And the ſmooth King- Cup ſhone with Leaves of Gold 


The utmoſt Border was a lofty Mound - 
Of ſhady Foreft-Trees that grew around; 
Whoſe Boughs their little Tendrils interwove, 
And claſping gave a Type of Friendly Love. 


*. Hyacinthus, a Youth belov'd by Apollo; kill'd 5y 
the violent Rebound of a Quoit as they were playing ti- 
gether ; and upon that by the God transform'd into tht 
Flower of that Name. | 

Narciſſus; a very beautiful Boy : who falling in Low 
with his own Perſon reflected from the liquid Mirror «if 
4 Fountain, fin'd himſelf to Death; 2 was chang d 
into the Flower call the Daffodil, | 


Beyond, 


MISC ELLANIES. 287 
Beyond, a buſhy Brake o'er- run the Place, | 
Which one eee Thicket gs! oy 


Here, if we credit Tang, PP Fairy Court R 
Nightly frequent in Feſtival Reſort; (2 1 , 
The little El /n Train attend their Queen, | 
And in light Gambols frisk it 6'er-the Green; = 
Whilz the chaſte Moon her friendly Lamp indlines, 
And to the merry Crew with ſloping Creſcent ſhines, 


* . 
. ˙Q I EEE ee i, row ond. no — <I> 
— 


| With ſoft Reflections charm'd awhile I ſtood, 
And touch'd with Joy the lively Landskip view'id; 
When ſtrait the Sun, that ſhot a feeble Beam, 


Cloudleſs diffus'd a more prevailing Gleam ; 

Divinely clear, the Blue Etherial Sk 7 | | 
With genial Splendor ſhone and entertain'd the Eye, , 
Celeſtial Muſic warbled in the Air, 

| And Lyres unſeen proclaim -d ſome Godhead x near. 
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Struck with Surprize I eager * ami 

| And trod with ſecret Awe the hallow'd Ground ; 
: When, from the Middle of the flow'ry Mead, 
Behold! a rich Pavilion rear'd its Head. 

Twelye Agat Pillars of a curious Mold, : 

Their Baſes Silver and their Cornice Gold, 
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"July . and: oppoſitely phae'd, 
The Coverlet at once ſultaind' wang. SIP? 


* 


The gorgeous Coverlet, a rich Brocade 


Scarce yielding to the Breeze Which o'er it play'd, 
Green ſilken Cords with Threads of Gold entwin 4+ 
Around the Chapiters were ſeen to bind, 

Whoſe FREE ieee down and yyamvon'd i in the 


The ne all wick colour'd Checques beſtrey'd 
Moſaic Work, ſome curious Fancy ſhew'd ; 
And here and there bright Jewels ſet between 
With — Metals n were . feen. 
Above, five Canogics of No State 
Depending from the Roof, Majeſtick Height, 
Whoſe Curtains half diſplay*d-their inyrought Gold 
Turk d by che nimble W ings of Cherubs bold, 


Five Jaſpar Thrones diſcover'd to the Eye | 


Riſing an steps of ſumptuous Porphyry : | 
In which/by magic Skill compleatly rais'd 
The Star within its myſtic Garter blaz'd ; 

And to diſplay the Grandeur of the Court; 
The Fabric's, Ornament and main Support, 
Two Lions lowly couch'd below each Throne; 


Emblems of Might, in golden Sculpture ſhone : 


Theit 


MISCELLANTES. 757 
Their glitt ring Manes away'd to Ae er sight, | 
Their rolling Eye-Balls glar'd with arembling * be 


Whoſe Beams forth-ftreaming in a lively Ray 
Illumin'd all the Tent with _ e 


T hence, as EY 5 Eye I chanc'd to rove 
Along the Border of the neighb'ring Groveg” I vi 
A fair Triumphal Arch begun te riſe, - 
And ſhoot its ſpiring Top among the Skies, T 
On Gethic Columns fix'd, aloft it ſtood, 
And thro? its opening Curve in Proſpect ſhew'd 
The gloomy Horror of the dusky Wood. 
When, from the Sylvan Scene's remoteſt Shade 
Sudden appear'd' a Princely Cavalcade 2 
such as did Rome's fair Streets of old 3 
When young Marcellus was in Triumph born; 
Or when great Julius had ſubdu'd the Gall, 
And laid the Northern World beneath his Thrall. 
Heroes and Godlike Men, whoſe valiant Hand 
W Had fav'd from hoſtile Chains their Native Land; 
f Whoſe Souls, inform'd in Virtue's gen*rous School, 
Stout, and impatient of Tyrannic Rule, 
Firm by. the Cauſe of Liberty had ſtood 3 
Profuſe of Spirit and their Noble Blood. 5 
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Againſt th' incroaching Pow'r of lawleſs Sway: 


Fair Property to Them her Charter owes, 


288 POETICAL 
* Theſe were the Berews, who in Times of Yore 
Succeſsful Arms for England's Safety bore ; 

Who drew the Patriot Sword, and ſtood at Bay 


; " 
When vicious Fay'rites made the Crown their Too], 
And overturn'd the State by baſe Miſrule. 


From Them the living Springs of Freedom roſe; 
W hich rolling down the ſwift Deſcent of Time 
Refreſh with laſting Streams Britannia's Clime, 


Next theſe, a Martial Symphony appear'd, 
Drums, Trumpets, Fifes thro! all the Grove were heard; 
Mole and his N eighbour Hills return'd the Sound, 
Which trembling skim'd along the hollow Ground, 
And fill'd with Ecchoes ſweet the Vallies all around. 


* The Barons of England, upon ſome very great 
Grievances which proceeded from Miſmanagement in the 


Reign of K. John, took up Arms in their own and their 


Country's Defence, and oblig'd John to ſign the famous 
Charter of Liberties call'd Magna Charta | 
= _ —  Wherein the Crewn 
All Marks of Arbitrary Power lays down: 
Tyrant and Slave, thoſe Names of Hate and Fear, 
The happier Style of King and Subject bear. 
| | „ DEN HAM. 
which, (though ſome of that King's Succeſſors have en- 
deavour'd to Cancel it,) I hope, by the Protection 
#he Higheſt Powers, will continue inviolable to the final 
Diſſolution of all Things, e | 


7 
Strat, 
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Strait, from the leafy Covert of the Wood 

A large Brigade of well-arm'd Troops enſu'd: 
Whoſe luſty Limbs enchas'd in Armour bright _ i 
Were mark'd with Scars of many a bloody Fight: | | 
Long ſtubborn Bows were croſs their Shoulders flung, | | 
Near which their winged Shafts in Quivers hung. if 
Their colour'd Banners floated i in te Wed: i 
The Hoſt in eyen Tikes came marching on behind. il 


* _ 
n \ PP ³ ˙ 1 LEE EY 2 a 


But hs jaſt 8 a —_— OED 
And walk'd diftinguiſh'd in a plainer View "Me 
Five of a more exalted Port were ſeen, | 
Their Look Majeſtic and Auguſt their Mein; 
Whoſe ſpritely Soul a brighter Luſtre ſpread, 
Which blaz'd in Glory round their awful Head 
And as they trod with grave and ſolemn Pace, 
Each Motion utter d a n. Grace. 


1 ** S 


Walk d fr, King Ex D R D of uncenſur'd Fame, 
| Firft of the Norman Line that bears the Name. 

An Ermine Robe his graceful Perſon veil'd, 

| The Globe and Sceptre in his Hands he held. 

Quick was his Eye, his Stature fair and tall, 

And on his Head a golden Coronal. 


* This 2 Troop is deſign'd 4b OW "bo the 
Engliſh Soldiery of eld; among wa the Loxg-Bow was 


chef in Uſe. 
„ . 


10  POETICAL 


Thrice worthy Monarch ! who with Care purſdd 
And kingly Love his Country's chiefeſt good; 

To Juſtice rightly yielded all her Due, 
Confirm'd old Charters and eſtabliſh'd New. 

* He wiſely check'd Eccleſiaftic Pow'r, 

And purg'd the Chaff from off the Temple's Floor: 

Pluralities, as now, were then the Game, 

At which aſpiring Clerics took their Aim; 
Who always think that Church's Danger near 
Where many unprovided Prieſts appear. 

But cautious EDWARD clip'd their well-fledg'd Wings, 
Reduc'd their Honey and pluck'd out their Stings. | 
Then too ſome Champion Drone his Voice might rear, 
And ſound Church-danger in each buſie Far; 
W hile the dull Swarm alarm'd by Pulpit Drum, 
Would buz and murmur with a drowſie Hum. 
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* This King made ſeveral Laws to reſtrain the Ex. 
orbitance of the Clergy ; particularly in prohibiting the 
B Enjoyment of Pluralities. | ORE 
1 defire the following Lines, which are levell'd at 

Jome of our Clergy, may be underſtood to point on. 
ly at thoſe deſigning and aſpiring Men, who by a 
| pretended. Concern for the Church have prov'd the 
greateſt Enemies to Chriſtianity; and kindled thoſe 
Flames in the Heart of the Nation, which nothing 
ut Time and the kind Influence of Heaven will be 
able to allay. r 
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* His Grandſon next, the valiant E DW4& RD came, 
Alike in Princely Virtues as in Name: 
Who rais'd the Grandeur of the Britiſh Iſle, 
And made her gladden' d Vales with Plenty ſmile,” 
The mighty Sword in Battel which he wore, 
Still ſeem'd to ſmoak embru'd with Hoſtile Gore; 
The Gallic Lillies quarter'd in his Shield 
Proclaim'd the Victory of Creſſy Field; | 
And ſhew'd that vanquiſh'd France had eruckled low 
To Engliſh Pow'r four Centuries ago: 


Before great Marlbrough ſaw the living Light, 
Or Annals had recorded Blenheim Fight. 


Next the Fifth H NR mareb'd Triumphant on, 
Whoſe blazon'd Scutcheon with like Trophies ſhone : 
His Arms did erſt with like Succeſs advance, 

To ſcourge the growing Pride of Perjur'd France; 
To damp her haughty Genius, and reſtrain 

Her bloody Thirſt for Univerſal Reign. 

Drawn with an Engliſh Strength his Arrows fly, 
Obſcure the Day and intercept the Sky; 


* In the time of K. Edward the I11d were obtair'd 
the two famous Vidtories of Creſſy and Poictiers, by 
the Valour of his Son the Black Prince. 

Henry the Vth, a Prince of incomparable Qualifica- 
tions both of Mind and Body, who beat the French 
in the Sorious Battel of I 


Q's. Then 


292 rer 

Then fall in rattling Peals upon the Foe, 
Who trembles at the Smart and ſinks beneath the Blow: 
The goary Plains with ſlaughter'd Heaps beſpread 
Groan'd, and reluctant bore the weighty Dead: 
Where many a luckleſs Swain half-gaſping lay, 
And curs'd th' Effects of Arbitrary Sway. 
With ſervile Blood enrich'd, the fertile Land 
Yields its ripe Cluſters to the Victor's Hand; 
And all the wealthy Country with its Spoil 
O' er- pays the hardy Soldier's willing Toil. 
Then, no falſe Stateſman, brib'd with Foreign Gold, 
A Peace, inglorious! to the Vanquiſh'd ſold; 
Or chain'd the vengeful Sword within its Sheath, 
To skreen th' implacate Foe from coming Death. 
But all with honeft Reſolutions joyn'd 
To cruſh Tyrannic Pow'r, and free Mankind. 


ELISA next appear'd, fair Royal Maid, 

In Garments Purple as the Morn array'd, | 
When firſt the Sun peeps o'er the Eaſtern Hills 
And all the Sky with Golden Glory fills: 

Her lovely Eyes with Gladnefs ſ, parkling bright, 
Where-e'er ſhe look'd diſpens'd a.chearful Light, 
In Beams of Joy that pierc'd the gloomy Breaſt, 
And ſhining calm'd the ſtormy Mind to Reſt. 


Few 


MISCEL LANIE Y 253 0 


Few Scraps of Paper in her Hand the bore, 1 
And, all regardleſs of their Purport, tore: 
Romiſh Decrees and damning Papal Bulls, 
Wich Curſes charg'd *gainſt unſubmiſſive Souls ; 
There Anathems new-breath'd from Prieſtly Mouth 
Were cancel'd by the kind abſolving South; 
While uneſteem'd the Pardon-Traffic lay, 
Or by remorſeleſs Ninas was blown away. 

Laſt came as villar of the 27 State, 
The richeſt Bleſſi ng of indulgent Fate; 
Immortal WILLIAM; who from Belgia's Biba - 
Croſs'd the rough Seas to ſave a ſi inking Land : 
Who, when Tyrannic Fury rais'd its Head, 
And Popiſh Peſtilence began to ſj pread, bas 
Shone thro” the pitchy Air, like ſome bright Star 
That ſhoots his influencing Beams from far, 
And yields the anxious Pilot certain Light 
Bewilder'd in the Waſte of dampy Night. | 
Then ſportive Liberty for ever young 
O'er all the Plains in bloomy Verdure ſprung, - 
And, like the Dew of a ſoft Vernal Show'r, 

| Breath'd balmy Sweets thro' ey'ry Rural Bow'r. 
Oh Liberty! whoſe dear enchanting Name 


Fans in each human Breaſt a ſpritely Flame, 
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[206  POETICAHE. 
That with the nobleſt Thoughts the Soul inſpires, F 


And kindles in the Heart the trueſt Fires; 

Each gallant Mind, enliven'd by thy Charms, 
Finds Peace in War and ſweet Repoſe in Arms. 
For thee Britannia's eager Sons abide 

The foaming Surges of the ſtormy Tide; 3 
Suſtain the Fury of the Noon- day Sun, 

And o'er the Death-charg'd Mine intrepid run: 


Pleas'd i in thy Cauſe to ſpend their deareſt Blood, > 


Thy Cauſe enwoven with their Country's Good. 


WILLIAM. by Gallic Forces long rever'd, | 
The ſhrilling Muſic of thy Trumpet heard; 
With ſpeed he plung'd amidſt the briny Wave, 
Fearleſs of Danger, while intent to ſave: 

Till nimbly born by Oriental Gales, 
Which then Propitious fill d his ſwelling Sails, 
He fix d his Standard on the Britiſh Plains, 


© And kindly broke the Lawleſs Tyrant's Chains, 
For this, ordain'd a Star by Mighty Jove 


Embeam'd with radiant Light he ſhines above; 


Among thoſe ancient Worthies of Renown 
Who whilom having worn the Exgl;þ Crown, 
Are til] appointed, for a certain Space, 


In thin Ethereal Forms each Day to trace, 


Of Allion's pleaſant Ifle ſome choſen Place. 


And 
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And now adyancing on the flow'ry hig, ; 

Mov'd on in Ranks the Viſionary Train; 

Right comely Forms all clad in rich Array, 

And to the new Pavilion ſhap'd their Way. 

| Theſe, in whoſe Face a Regal Semblance ſhone, 

Fill'd with their noble Preſence each a Throne. 

The Guardian Barons ſtood encircled round 

In full Aſſembly on the chequer'd Ground; 


The long- extended Military Train | 
Drew up in cloſer W and coyer'd all the Plain, 


at 


— 


— 


Hard by, a je Mount with Flowrets ſpread 
Mantled in Green uprais'd i its double Head: | 
A Chryſtal Spring forth-rilling from the Side 7 
Tumbled adown its Cliffs a purling Tide; ; 
Whoſe Incid Stream thro? ſecret Ducts convey d, 
Water'd the budding Herb, and o'er the Meadow ſtray'd. 
High on the forky Ridge two Rey'rend Sires + 
Their Voices tun'd, and ſtruck their Golden Lyres; 
In Notes ſo ſweet that ey'ry liſt'ning Ear 
Was held attent their gentle Strains to hear: 
The lingring Winds becalm'd now ceas'd to blow, 
And Mole's neglected Urn forgat to flow, 
E Chaucer the Parent of Britannic Lays 


His Brow begirt with eyerlaſting Bays, 
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Of Arms and Elfn Knights he mus'd his Song, 


As now you ſhare theſe happy Realms aboye : 


2 "POETICAL 
All in a Kirtle of green Silk array'd 
With gleeful Smile his merry Leſſon play'd. 

His fellow Bard befide him Spenſer ſate 

And twitch'd the ſounding Chords in ſolemn State: : 
An Ivy Garland on his Temples hoar 

With Sprigs of Lawrel thterwove he wore : . 
Adown his Shoulders hung a Mantle blue 

Bedrop'd with Spangles of a Golden Hue; 


And taught in Myſtic Tales the liſt'ning Throng. 


Mean-while the great Cabal in Conſult ſate, 
Fixing their ſage Reſolves by wiſe Debate. 
On Britain's Welfare all their Thoughts were turn'd: 
For her their Soul with kindeſt Paſſions burn'd: 
Their Country's Good was once their chiefeſt Aim, 
And ſtill they ſtrive to raiſe their Country's Fame. 
Then from her lofty Throne the Veſtal Queen 
Enrob'd with Silver Light like Cynthia ſheen, : 
Fair Virtue's Child the bright Eliſa roſe, | 
And, as ſhe graceful ſtood, her Lips theſe Words di [cloſe | 


Princes and Heav'nly Forms, whoſe chief Delight, 
While earthly Rulers, ſprung from dealing Right; 
Who then enjoy'd your grateful People's Love, 


And 
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And Aill with pious Care intent ſurvey 

The thin-ſpun Plots which peeviſh Factions lay: : 
No more henceforth let jealous Fears moleſt 
Your calm Repoſe, nor mar your peaceful Reſt. | 
Rome, Nurſe of Error; Cauſe of all our Woes, 
The bitter Fount whence dire Sed;tion flows, 

Rome and her triple Miſchiefs are no more, 

Her foul Pollutions and her Idol ſtore. 

Thoſe fatal Perjuries-that lurk'd erewhile 

In ey'ry Temple of this ſpacious Iſle, - F. 
Like Night give Place to more prevailing Day, 
By Flames of true Religion purg'd away. 

At my Command her Pagan Altars fell, 

And all her Fury Troop withdrew to Hell; 
Where Faux and Garnet rufully repine, 
The foul Miſguidance of their black Deſign, _ 
8 88 to eternal Plots in ſome Sulphureous Mine. 


Britain 1 Rome while Alpinę Rocks divide, 
And Neptune rolls between his foamy Tide, 
May Paul's Cathedral rear its gilded Head, 

And o'er the City ftretch: a ſpacious Shade; 
From foreign Climes ſee injur'd People come, 
| Invoking Aid beneath its ample. Dome,; 
And hoſpitably. form a ſafe: Retreat. 

From the figrce Flames of perſecuting Heat. | 
EE O 5 Na 
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298 POBTICAL: 


May fair Britannia's Adamantine Shield 


To ſuppliant States a kind Protection yield; 5 
While brandiſhing aloft her Ebon Spear, 


She ſtrikes the Tyrant Breaſt with thrilling Fear, 


Far may the Trumpet of extenſive Fame 
To utmoſt Coafts reſound her dreaded Name: 3 
Where the Midflowing Sea 'twixt Europe pours 
His liquid Barrier and the Afric Shores: 
Or where the Danube from his diſtant Source 


Glides thro” an hundred Cities in his Courſe. 


Where- ever injur'd Right for Vengeance cries, 
Or Innocence oppreſs'd implores the Skies; 
Swift let her ſailing Thunders plow the Main, 


True Judgment give and lawleſs Pow'r reſtrain : 


Impartial may. her-unſheath'd Sword controul 
The rugged Warrior of the frozen Pole; 

And ſhake the wrongful Tyrant's lofty Throne, 
Tho fix d beneath the diſtant burning Zane. 


Hail happy Iſle! whom Heaven: ruling Jove 
Indulgent warms with a diſtinguiſh'd Love; 


Who on her Boſom melts in balmy Rain, 


And ſcatters Golden Plenty o'er the Plain: 


With Shades embrown'd adorns her riſing Hills, 
And opening Vales with kindly Moiſture fills, 


See 
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See teeming Ceres o'er the fertile Land 

Pregnant with Grain, a hopeful Proſpect ſtand. 

The Shepherd on each Mountain's ſhrubby Top 
Varies his mellow Pipe in ev'ry Stop; 

While all his woolly Graſers bite their Food, 

Or ſeek the Cool along ſome banky Flood. 

Here, cloſe retir'd within the Sea-girt Shore 

Nature profuſe wantons with all her Store; 

While ſpringly Flow'rs adorn the ſmiling Earth, 
And ripen'd Fruits burſt out in kindly Birth, 

With Fence of ſteepy Rocks environ'd round 
Secure ſhe hears the daſhing Surges ſound; 

Tho' fretting Billows waſh her chalky Sides, 

| And frowning Neptune ſwells in threat'ning Tides; 
Unmoy'd ſhe fits with pleaſing Look ſerene, 
While at her Feet he breaks and ſ pends his frothy Spleen, . 


Now, diſappointed Zealots may complain, 
And in unſeemly Grumblings vent their Pain; 
Lament the Spurious Elf, their only Hope, 

Idol of Slaves and Nurſling of the Pope; | 
Or ſcar'd with Guilt and cover'd with the Night,. 
| To their Fantaſtic Monarch urge their Flight; 
| Like exil'd Vaſſals juſtly ſhare his Fate, 

Nor longer ſtay to. taint @ freeborn State. 
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= FOLEY 
Now, now break forth fair Albion's Golden Days; 
Illuſtrious GEORGE, long-wiſh'd, the Sceptre ſways 
Now bliſsful Liberty reviv'd, again 

With thouſand Charms enamours all the Plain; 
Virtue late languid rears her chearful H ead, 

And Honour ſtands in knaviſh Falſhood's ſtead. 

With Joy 1 now review the great Deſign, | 


When 1 appointed firſt the Smart Line; 


This Happy Age confirms the Work Divine. 
The preſent Race of Heros ſhall atone 

For all the paſt Misfortunes of the Throne; 
Reftore thoſe antient Laws to Britain's Ile, | 


Which France by Bribes has broke, or Rome by Quile. 


Tho“ Rome again ſhould ſpawn new Vipers forth, 
And with her Brood infe& the purer North, 
Tho” Popery, by me long ſince ſtruck Dead, 

hould bud, like Hydra, with redoubled Head; 
Tho” Louis, noted for his faithleſs Fame, 

Should thrice three Times a new Pretender frame; 


And eite each Pagan Prince with loud Alarms 


To back his Minion's Title with their Arms : 

As oft my felf with WILLIAM would deſcend, 

And for Britannia's lab'ring Cauſe contend ; 

The French, as late on fam'd Ramillia's Field, 

Vanquiſh'd by Proteſtant Allies ſhould yield, 
. — And 
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And Felon Traitors, as the due Reward 
Of Foes to Julian groan beneath her Sword, 


E 
Here ceas'd the Queen and all with joynt Acclaim 
The liſt'ning Circle bleſs'd her ſacred Name: 0 
The ſtern Plantagenets full lowly bow'd, | 
And their Conſent in courtly Smiles allow'd, 
Pleas'd with the ſoothing Rhet'ric, which aſſur d 
Old England's Freedom and her Laws ſecur'd. | 


Again, the tuneful Bards in Lyric Strain] 
| Model'd their Notes, and warbled o'er the Plain, 
Stealing my raptur'd Senſes ----- when behold! 
A Cloud Ambroſial skirted round with Gold. 
Hoy'ring deſcended from the azure Skies, 
And ſnatch'd the plealiog Viſion from my Eyes. 


To 
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To Her Rorar Hreunzss the 


PRINCESS of- WALES, 
Win the Tragedy of "CAT 0. Nov. 1714. 


HE Muſe that 0 with facred 3 fir d, 
Has gen'rous Thoughts of Liberty inſpir'd, 
And, boldly riſing for Britannia's Laws, | 
Engaged great Cato in her Country's Cauſe, . 
| On You ſubmiſſive waits, with Hopes aſſur d. 
By whom the mighty Bleſſing ſtands ſecur d, 
And all the Glories, that our Age adorn,, - - 
Are promis'd to a People yet unborn... 


No longer ſhall the widow'd Land bemoan: 
A broken Lineage, and a doubtful Throne; 
But boaſt her Royal Progeny's s Increaſe, 

And count the Pledges of her future Peace. 

© Born to ſtrengthen and to grace our Iſle ! 
While You, fair Pkx1ncExss, in your Off- ſpring ſmile, 
Supplying Charms to the ſucceeding Age, 

Each Heav'nly Daughter's Triumphs we preſage; 
Already ſee th' Illuſtrious Youths complain, 
And pity Monarchs doom'd to ſigh in yain, . 
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Thou too, the Darling of our fond Deſires, f 
Whom Albion, op' ning wide her Arms, requires, [ 
With manly Valour and attractive Air 
Shalt quell the Fierce, and captivate the Fair, 
O England's Younger. Hope! in whom conſpire 
The Mother's ſweetneſs, and the Father's fire! 
For Thee perhaps, ev'n Now, of Kingly Race 
Some dawning Beauty blooms in ev'ry Grace, | 
Some CAR OLINA,. te Heay'n's Dictates true, 
Who, while the Scepter'd Riyals vainly ſue, 

Thy inborn Worth with conſcious Eyes ſhall ſee;. 
And ſlight th' Imperial Diadem for Thee. 


Pleas'd with the Proſpect of ſucceflive Reigns; _ - : 
The tuneful Tribe no more in daring Strains 
Shall yindicate, with pious Fears oppreſt, 
Endanger'd Rights, and Liberty Diſtreſt : 
To Milder ſounds each Muſe ſhall tune the Lyre;. 
And Gratitude, and Faith to Kings inſpire,, 
And Filial Love ; bid impious Diſcord ceaſe, 
And ſooth the madding Factions into Peace; 

Or riſe Ambitious in more lofty Lays, 


And teach the Nation their new Monarch's Praiſe, 


Deſcribe his awful Look, and Godlike Mind, 
And Cæſar's Pow's with Cato's Virtue join d. 


Mean- while, Bright PRI x cESS, who, with graceful Eaſe 


And native Majeſty, are form'd to pleaſe, 
Behold thoſe Arts with a' propitious Eye, 
That ſuppliant to their great Protectreſs fly! 
Then ſhall they Triumph, and the Britiſh Stage 
Improve her Manners, and refine her Rage, 
More noble Characters expoſe to view, 
And draw her finiſht Heroines from You. 


Nor You the kind Indulgence will refuſe, 
skill'd in the Labours of the deathleſs Muſe : 
The deathleſs Muſe with undiminiſht Rays IHR? 
Through diſtant Times the lovely Dame conveys: 
To GLOKIAN & Waller's Harp was ſtrung; 
The Queen ftill ſhines, becauſe the Poet ſung. 
Ev'n all thoſe Graces, in your Frame combin'd, 
The common Fate of Mortal Charms may find; 
(Content Our ſhort-liy'd Praiſes to engage, 
The Joy and Wonder of a Single: Age,) 
Unleſs ſome Poet in a laſting Sons 
To late Poſterity their Fame prolong, 
Inftru& our Sons the radiant Form to prize, 
And ſee Your Beauty with their Fathers! Eyes.. 


T 0 
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Sir GODFREY KNELLER, 


ON HIS 


Provuns of the KING. 


” NELLER, with ſilence FA ſurprize 
We ſee Britannia's Monarch riſe, 


A Godlike Form, by Thee difplay'd 
In all the force of Light and Shade; 


And, Aw'd by thy deluſi ve Hand, 
As in the Preſence-chamber ſtand. 


The Magick of thy Art calls forth 
His Secret Soul and Hidden Worth, 
His Probity and Mildneſs ſhows, 


His Care of Friends; and Scorn of Foes : 
In ev'ry Stroke, in ev'ry Line, 

Do's ſome exalted Virtue ſhine, 

And Albion's Happineſs we trace 
Through all the Features of his Face, 


o may I live to hail the Day, 
When the glad Nation ſhall furyey 
q | Their 
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Their Soy'reign, through his wide Command, 
Paſſing in Progreſs o'er the Land! 

Each Heart ſhall bend, and ey'ry Voice 

In loud applauding Shouts rejoice, 
Whilſt All his Gracious Aſpect praiſe, 

And Crowds grow Loyal as T7 Gaze, 


This Image on the Medal place'd, 
With its Bright Round 'of Titles grace'd, 
And Stampt on Britiſʒh Coins ſhall Live, 
To Richeſt Ore the Value give, 
Or, wrought within the Curious Mould, 
Shape and adorn the Running Gold. 
To bear this Form, the Genial Sun 
Has daily, ſince his Courſe begun, 
Rejoice'd the Metal to Refine, 
And Ripen'd the Peruvian Mine, 


Thou, Kneller, long with noble Pride, 
The Foremoſt of thy Art, haſt vie'd 
With Nature in a gen'rous Strife, 

And touch'd the Canyas into Life, 

Thy Pencil has, by Monarchs ſought, 

From Reign to Reign in Ermine wrought; 

And, in their Robes of State array'd, - 

The Kings of half an Age diſplay'd. 
i Here 
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Here ſwarthy Charles appears, and there 
His Brother with Dejefted Air — * 
Triumphant Naſſau here we find, 
And with him bright Maria join d; 
There Anna, Great as when ſhe ſent 
Her Armies through the Continent, 

Ere yet her Hero was diſgrace'd : 
. O may fam'd BxUNsW1cCk be the Lak 


(Though Heav'n ſhou'd with my Wiſh agree, 5 


And long preſerve thy Art in Thee) 
The Laſt, the Happieſt Britiſß King, 
Whom Thou ſhalt paint, or 1 ſhall ſing? 


Wiſe Phidias, thus his Skill to prove; 
Through many a God advanc'd to Jove, 
And taught the poliſht Rocks to ſhine. 
With Airs and Lineaments divine ;. : 
Till Greece, amaz'd, and half- afraid, 

Th' Ae Deities ſuryey'd: 


Great PIR who. wont to chaſe the Fair, 
And lov'd the ſpreading Oak, was there; 
Old Saturn too with up-caſt Eyes 
Beheld his Abdicated Skies; 

And mighty Mars, for War renown'd,. 
In Adamantine Armour frown'd ; 


—— 
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By Him hs childleſs Goddeſs roſe, 
Minerva, ſtudious to compoſe _ 


Her twiſted Threads; the Webb ſhe firung; 


And o'era Loom of Marble hung: 


Thetis the troubled Ocean's Queen, 
Match'd with a Mortal, next was ſeen, 

| Reclining on a Fun'ral Urn, 

Her ſhort-liv'd Darling Son to Mourn. | 
The Laſt was He, whoſe Thunder ſlew 
The Titan-race, a Rebel Crew, 

That from a Hundred Hills, allie'd 

In impious Leagues, their King defie'd. 


This Wonder of the Sculptor's Hand 
Produce'd, his Art was at a ſtand: 
For who wou'd hope New Fame to raiſe. 
Or riſque his well-eſtabliſh'd Praiſe, 
That, his high Genius to approve, 


Had drawn a GEORGE, or cary Ha Joe? 


| es 


THE 
PROLOGUE 


AT THE 


Opening of the Theatre- Renal; the Day at 
His MAE TVS Publick Entry. 


Spoken by Mr, LE .-.. 5 


T length, Britannia, reſcu'd from thy Fears, 
Renew thy Joys: Thy promis d RING appears. 
How did thy Sons, each Hour, with anxious Mind, 
Conſult the Sk ies, and importune the Wind! 

How did they count each Wave, that caus'd his Stay, 
Still rowling backward o'er the watry Way? 

Hoy did his Entry every Soul employ" 

How ftrong the Tranſport! and how loud the Joy! 


While You were zealous for your Soveraign's Right, 


For Him We made our Greeks and Romans fight. 
Oft as the Muſe ſome God- like Hero drew, 

Or ſet a virtuous Patriot to your View; 

So oft we warm'd you in the BRUNSWICK cauſe, 
And fix'd a generous people to their Laws, 


Though 


0 — 
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Though great the Dearth of Comick Fools will be, 

And a thin Crop of Coxcombs we foreſee; - | = 

Though Senſe is like to thrive throughout the Land, 

And all French Fopperies will be Contraband : 

We not deſpair, Some Ridicule may riſe, 

Some modiſh Oddneſs, ſome bizarre Diſguiſe 2 

So oft doth Rapture ſober Senſe deſtroy ; 

For Folly ever was the Child of Joy. ©: 

At leaft, for dear Variety, you'll chuſe 

Sometimes to liſten to the Tragick Muſe : 

Here ſhall you ſit, and ſolemn Silence keep, 

Leſt you grow Wanton, and forget to Weep; 

When ſuch a Monarch comes to bleſs the Age, 

No Sorrows ſhall be felt, but from the Stage. 


— — N „ 8 . * a — S 


10 
Hr Gop⁰ REV KNELLER, 
On his painting for me the Statues of Apollo, 


Veaus, and Hercules. 


* 


HAT God, what Genius did che Pencil move 
When KN ELL ER Painted Theſe ? 
Twas Friendſhip ----- warm as Phabus, kind as Love, 
And ſtrong as Hercules. 
A. POPE, 


AN 


\ 


AN 


1˙·˖˙ 


Oceaſion d by 


0 


His Excellency the Earl STANHOPE'S 
PDyapage to T rance. 


By Mr. riexxxx. 5 


J. | 
TAIR 2 once of Windſor's Woods! Ls 
1 In Safety o'er the rowling Floods 
Britannia's Boaſt and darling Care, 
Zig with the Fate of Europe, bear. 
May Winds propitious on his Way 
The Miniſter of Peace convey; 
Nor Rebel Wave nor riſing Storm 2 
Great GEORGE 's liquid Realms deform.” x 
„ "= MES 
Our Vows are heard. Thy crowded Sails 
Already ſwell with Weſtern Gales ; 
Already Albion's Coaſt retires, 
And Calais Multiplies her Spires: 
At length has Royal Orleans preſt, 
With open Arms, the well-known Gueſt ; 


* 


. > Before 
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And now in Counſels for Mankind. 


Bee in firm Leagues with Thames combine 
The Seine, the Maeſe, and diſtant Rhine / 


While yet the Gallic Terrours ſleep., 


312  POETICAL 
Before in ſacred Friendſhip join'd, 


HI. | 
Whilſt his clear Schemes our Patriot ſhows; | 

And planns the threaten'd World's Repoſe, 
They fix each haughty Monarch's Doom, 
And bleſs whole Ages yet to come. 
Henceforth great BRUNSWICK ſhall decree. 
What Flag muſt awe the Tyrrhene Sea; 
For whom the Tuſcan Grape ſhall glow; 
And fruitful Arethuſa flow. 

IV. 


Nor, Ebro, let thy Single Rage 

With half the warring World engage. 
Oh! call to mind thy Thouſands ſlain, 
And Almanara's fatal Plain; | 


— 


Nor Britain Thunders from the Deep. 


— 
— 
- . 
— 
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To His EXCELLENGY The 


LORD PRIVY-SEAL, 


PRO SPECT of PEACE. 


By Mr. TICKELL, 


| | Sacerdos 
Fronde ſuper MITRAM, & felici comptus Oliva, Virg. 
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\ Ontending K def 5 Field: ar 3 hin 
Have been the Subject of the Britiſh Song. 

Who hath not read of fam'd Ramillia's Plain, 
Bayaria's Fall, and Danube choak'd\ with Slain? 
 Exhauſied Themes! A gentler Nate I rajſe, 
And ſing returning Pease in ſofter Lays. 
Their Fury quell'd, and martial Rage allay'd, 
I wait our Heroes in the Sylvan Shad- 
Disbanding Hoſts are imag d to my Mind, 
And Warring Poubrs in friendly Leagues combin' d, 
While Eaſe and Pleaſure make the Nations ſmile, = 
And Heav'n and AN NA bleſs. Britannia's Ile. = 


Well fends our QUEEN Her Mitred BxIsS TOL forth, 
For early Counſels fam d, and long-try'd Worth, * | 
Who, thirty rolling Years, had oft with-held | 8 
The Suede and Saxon from the duſty Field; | 
Completely form'd to heal the Chriſtian Wounds, | li | 
To name the Kings, and give each Kingdom Bounds, 
The Face of ravag'd Nature to repair, 

By Leagues to ſoften Earth, and Heav'n by Pray'r, 
To gain by Love, where Rage and Slaughter fail, 
And m_ the Croſier ver the Sword prevail, 

P 2 
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oo when great Moſes, with ] EH OVAH's Wand, 
Had ſcatter d Plagues o'er ſtubborn Pharaoh's Land, 


Now ſpread an Hoſt of Locuſts round the Shore, 
Now turn'd%Nile's fatt ning Streams to putrid Gore; 


Plenty and Gladneſs mark'd the Prieſt of God, 
And ſudden Almonds Ny From Aaron's Rod. 


O Thou, from whom theſe bounteous Bleſſings flow, 
To whom, as chief, the Hopes of Peace we owe, 
( For next to Thee; the Man whom Kings contend © 
To ſtyle Companion, and to make their Friend, 
Great Strafford, rich in every courtly Grace, 
With joyful Pride accepts the ſecond Place,) 
From Britain's Iſle, and Ifis' ſacred Spring 
One Hour, oh ! liſten while the Muſes ſing.” 
Though Miniſters of mighty Monarchs wait, 


With beating Hearts, to learn their Maſter's Fate, 


One Haur forbear to ſpeak thy QUEE N 's Commands, 
Nor think the World, thy Charge, neglected ſtands; 


The bliſsful Proſpects in my Verſe diſplay 'd, 


May lure the Stubborn, the Deceiv'd perſuade, 
Ev'n Thou to Peace ſhalt ſpeedier urge the Way, 
And more be haſten'd by this ſhort Delay. 


8 K-.- 
ON THE. 
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A 


H E haughty Gaul, in Ten Campaigns o'er- 


| thrown, 
Now ceas'd to think the Weſtern World his own. 
| Oft had he mourn'd his boaſting Leaders bound, 
| And his proud Bulwarks ſoaking « on the Ground; 
In vain- with Pow'rs renew*d he fill'd the Plain, | 
Made tim'rous Vows, and brib'd the Saints in yain 5 
As oft his Legions did the Fight decline, 
Lurk'd i in the Trench, and skulk'd behind the Line. 
Before his Eyes the fancy'd Javelin gleams, 
At Feaſts he ſtarts, and ſeems dethron'd in Dreams, 
On Glory paſt reflects with ſecret Pain, 
On Mines exhauſted, and on Millions ſlain. 


To Britain's QUz xv the ſceptred Suppliant bends, 
. To Her his Crowns and Infant Race commends, 
TP .: N ho 
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Who grieves Her Fame with Chriſtian Blood to buy, 
Nor asks for Glory at a Price ſo high. 

At Her Decree the War ſuſpended ſtands, 

And Britain's Heroes hold their lifted Hands, 

Their open Brows no threat'ning Frowns diſguiſe, 
But gentler Paſſions ſparkle in their Eyes. 

The Gauls, who never in their Courts could find 
Such temper'd Fire with manly Beauty join'd, 

Doubt if they're thoſe, whom dreadful to the View 
In Forms ſo fierce their fearful Fancies drew, 
At whoſe dire Names ten thouſand. Widows preſt 
Their helpleſs Orphans clinging to the Breaſt. 

In ſilent Rapture each his Foe ſurveys, | 
They vow firm Friendſhip, and give mutual Praiſe, 
Brave Minds, howe'er at War, are fecret Friends, 
Their gen'rous Diſcord with the Battel ends: 

In Peace they wonder whence Diſſention roſe, 
And ask how Souls ſo like could e'er be Foes. 


Methinks I hear more friendly. Shouts rebound, 
And ſocial Clarions mix their ſprightly Sound, 
The Britiſh Flags are furl'd, her Troops disband, . 
And ſcatter'd Armies ſeek their native Land. 

The hardy Vet'ran, proud of many a Scar, 
The manly Charms and Honours of the War, 


Vho 
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Who hope d to ſhare his Friends illuſtrious: Doom, 
And in the Battel find a Soldier's Tomb, ö 
Leans on his Spear to take his farewel View, 
And ſighing bids the glorious Camp adieu. 


Ye gen'rous Fair, receive the Brave with Smiles, 
O'er-pay their lleepleſs Nights, and crown their Toils; * 
Soft Beauty is the gallant Soldier's Due, 

For Tou they conquer, and they bleed for Tou. 

In vain proud Gaule with boaſtful Spain conſpires, 
When Engliſh Valour Engliſh Beauty fires; 

The Nations dread your Eyes, and Kings deſpair 
Of Chiefs ſo. brave, till 2 have . fo fair. 


See the fond Wife, in Tears of Tranſport drown'd, 
Hugs her rough Lord, and weeps o'er ev'ty Wound, 
Hangs on the Lips that Fields of Blood relate, 

And ſmiles, or trembles at his various Fate. 
Near the full Bowl he draws the fancy'd Line, 

And marks feign'd Trenches in the flowing Wine, 
Then ſets th' inveſted Fort before her Eyes, | 


And Mines, that whirl'd Battalions to the Skies; 
His little liſt' ning Progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful Tale. 


: B'g- 4 Such 
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Such dire meant {ings the Bard, cha tells 
Of Palfrey'd Dames, bold Knights, and Magic Spells, 
Where whole Brigades: one Champion's Arms o'er- 
And cleave a Giant at a random Blow, = T% Eos 
Slay Paynims vile, that force the Fair, and tame 
The Goblin's Fury, and. the Dragon's Flame. 


Our eager Youth to diſtant Nations run, 
To viſit Fields, their valiant Fathers won; 
From Flandria's Shore their Country's Fame they trace, 
»Till far Germania ſhews her blaſted Face, 
Th exulting Briton asks his mournful Guide, 
Where his hard Fate the loſt Bavaria try d.: 
Where stet ne) gray'd the Stone to ANN A's Fame, 
He. points to Blenheim, once a vulgar Name; 
Here fled the Houſhold, there did Tallard yield, | 
Here Marlbrough- turn'd the Fortune of the Field, 
On thoſe ſteep Banks, near Danube: s raging Flood 
The Gauls thrice ſtarted back, and trembling ſtood 85 
When, Churchill's Arm perceiy'd „they ſtood not long, 
But plung'd amidſt the Waves, a deſp'rate Throng, 
Cr owds whelm'd on Crowds daſh'd wide the watry Bed, 
And drove the current to its diſtant Head. 


As when by Raphael's, ar bu a. Sh N 
A Warlike Courſer on the Canvas ſtands, 


Such 
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Such as on Tanden bleediuig Ormond b ore. 
Or ſet young Ammon on the Granic Soor, 
If chance a gen'rous Steed the Work behold, 
He ſnorts, he neighs, he champs the amy Gold: 2 
So, Hocſtet ſeen, tumultuous Paſſions rowl, ; 
And Hints of Glory fire the Briton's Soul, © 
In fancy'd Fights he ſees the Troops engage, 45-1 
And all the Nr of the Battel rage. | 


Charm Me, ye Bos, with Scenes leſs hobly bright, = - 
Far humbler Thoughts*th' inglorious Muſe delight, 
Content to ſee the Horrours of the Field — 

By Plough-ſhares level'd, or in Flow'rs conceal'd. 
Ober ſnatter'd Walls may creeping Ivy twine, 

And Graſs luxuriant eloath the harmleſs Mine, 
Tame Flocks aſcend the Breach without 1 
Or crop the Baſtion, now a Fruitful Ground; 

While Shepherds ſleep, along the Rampart laid, 
Or pipe beneath the formidable Shade, 


Who was the Man? Oblivion blaſt his Name, 
Torn out, and blotted from the Liſt of Fame! 
Who fond of lawleſs Rule, and proudly brave, 
Firſt ſunk the filial Subject to a Slave, 
His Neighbour's Realms by Frauds un: kingly gain'd, 
In n guiltleſs Blood the ſacred Ermine ſtain'd, 
1 : Laid 
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Laid Schemes for Death, toSlaughter turn'd his Heart, 
And fitted Murder to the Rules of Art. 


Ah! curſt Ambition, to thy Lures we owe 
All the Great Ills, that Mortals bear below. 
Curſt by the Hind, when to the Spoil he yields 
His Year's whole Sweat, and vainly ripen'd Fields; 
Curſt by the Maid, torn from her Lover's Side, 
When left a Widow, though not yet a Bride; 
By Mothers curſt, when Floods of Tears they ſhed, 
And ſcatter uſeleſs Roſes on the Dead. : 
Oh ſacred Friſtol! then what Dangers prove 
The Arts, Thou ſmil'ſt on with Paternal Love? 
Then, mix'd with Rubbiſh by the brutal Foes, 
In vain the Marble breaths, the Canvas glows; 
To Shades obſcure the glitt'ring Sword purſueas 
The gentle Poet, and defenceleſs Muſe. _ 
A Voice, like Thine alone, might then aſſwage 
The Warrior's Fury, and controul his Rage; 
To hear Thee ſpeak might the fierce Vandal ſtand, 
And fling the brandiſh'd Sabre from his Hand. 


Far hence be driv'n to Scythia's ſtormy shore 
The Drum's harſh Mufick, and the Cannon's Roar; | 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawleſs Plain, | 


Where Tartar Clans, and grizly Coſſacks reign; 
| Let 


4 
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Let the ſteel'd Turk be deaf to Matrons ' Cries, 
See Virgins raviſh'd with relentleſs Eyes, 5 
To Death grey Heads and ſiniling Infants doom, 
Nor ſpare the Promiſe of the pregnant Womb, | 
O'er waſted Kingdoms ſpread his. wide Command, 


The u wo .of an eee . 


Her: --guildeſs Glory juſt Britannia. draws 
From. pure Religion, and impartial Laws, 
To Europe's Wounds a Mother's Aid ſhe . 
And holds in equal Scales the Rival Kings: 
Her gen'rous Sons in ehoiceſt Gifts abound. 
W ae, SY 


As when Gras Venus ( the Table Hop) 
Awak'd by Nereids, from the Ocean ſprings, 
With Smiles ſhe ſees the threat ' ning Billows riſe, 
Spreads ſmooth the Surge, and clearsthe louring Skies, 

Light, o'er the Deep, with flutt'ring Cupids crown'd, I 
The pearly Conch. aud Silver Turtles bound; | 
Her Trefles ſhed Ambroſial Odours round. 


Amidſt the World of Waves ſo ſtands ſerene 
Britannia's Iſle, the Ocean's ſtately Queen; : 
In vain the Nations have conſpir'd her Fall, 
Her Trench the Sea, and Fleets her floating Wall: 
| _»- 
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Detenceleſs Barks, her powerful Navy ndar, 
Have only Waves and Hurricanes to fear: 
W har bold. Invader, or what Land oppreſt; 
Hath not her Anger quell'd, her Aid vedreſt: 
Say, where have e'er her Union-Croſſes ſail'd, 
But much her Arms, her Juſtioe more prævaibdꝰꝰ 
Her Labours are to piend th' Almighty's Cauſe, 

Her Pride to teach th'untam'd- Barbarian. Laws: 
Who conquers, wins by Brutal eee 2 
But 'tis a Godlike Work to civilize. 


— * 
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Have we forgot how from great Ruſſia's Throne | 

The King, whoſe Pow'r half Europé's Regions own, * 

Whoſe Sceptre waving, with one Shout ruſh forth 

In Swarms the harneſs'd Millions of the North, 

Through Realms of Ice purſu'd his tedious Way. - 

To court our Friendſhip, and our Fame ſurvey! 

Hence the rich Prize of uſeful Arts he bore," 

And round his Empire ſpread the learned Store: 

(T adorn old Realms is more than new to raiſe, 

His Country's Parent is a Monarch's Praiſe. )- 

His Bands now march in juſt Array to War, 

And Caſpian Gulphs unuſual Navies' bear; 

With Runick Lays Smolensko's: Foreſts ring, 

And 5+ Rs — orcs the Muſes fing. 


* 


Did 
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Did not the Painted Kings of India gree r: 


Our QUEEN, and lay their Sceptres Abtauen * 
Chiefs who full Bowis of hoſtile Blood had dre, 


Fam'd for the Javelin}! and invenom'd Shaft. 1 
Whoſe haughty Brows made Savages adore, 14 

B $1 
Nor bow'd to leſs than Stars; or Sun before q1 


Her pitying Smile accepts their ſuppliant Claim, | 
And adds four Monarchs to the Chriſtian Name: 
Bleſt Uſe of Power! O virtuous Pride in Kings: 
And like His Bounty, whence Dominion ſprings! 3 
Which. o'er new Worlds makes Heav'n's f 
And ranges: Myriads under Laws divine! [dhiue⸗ 5H, 2 
Well bought with-all that thoſe ſweet mens hang 1 
With. Groves of- n and 1 Mines of Gold. 
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Fearleſs our Merchant now purſues his Gain, 
And roams ſecurely o'er the boundleſs Main. 
Now o'er his Head the Polar Bear he ſpies, 17100 
And freezing Spangles of tlie Lapland Skies, 
Now ſwells his Canvas to the ſultry Line, 


With glitt'ring Spoils where Indian Grottoes ſhine, 
Where Fumes of Incenſe glad the Southern Seas, 
And wafted Citron ſcents the balmy Breeze. 


Here nearer Suns prepare the rip'ning Gemm 1} | | 
. * 8 ; 
To grace Great ANNE's Imperial Diadem, 18 
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And here the Ore, whoſe melted Maſs ſhall yield 
On faithful Coins each memorable Field, 
May clear Diſputes, and teach the. Times to come. 


. 


In circling Beams ſhall Godlike A NN A glow, 
And Churchill's Sword hang o'er the proftrate Foe, 
In comely Wounds ſhall bleeding Worthies ſtand, $5 
Webb's firm Plattoon, and Lumly's faithful Band, 
And Campbell's Dragon on his dauntleſs Breaſt, 
Great Ormond's Deeds on Figo's Spoils enroll'd, 
And Guiſcard's Knife on Harley's Chili Gold. 

And if the Muſe, O'Briffol, might decree, 1 
Here Granville noted by the Lyre ſhould be, 
The Lyre for Granville, and the Croſs for Thee. 


Such are the Honours grateful Britain pays, 
So Patriots merit, and ſo Monarchs praiſe. 
O'er diſtant Times ſuch Records ſhall prevail, 
When Ergliſh Numbers, antiquated, fail: 

A trifling Song the Muſe can only yield, 
And ſooth her Soldiers panting from the Field, 
To ſweet Retirements ſee them fafe convey'd, 
And raiſe their Battels in the rural Shade. 


From 
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From Fields of Death to Woedſtock's peaceful Ang 
(The Poet's Haunt) Britannja's Hero comes 


Begin, my Muſe, and ſofily touch the String + 
Here Henry 0 * en, nn to ang. 


Hail fabled Grotto! bal Elyſe Soil: 
Thou faireſt Spot of fair Britannia's Iſle! 
Where Kings of old, conceal'd, forgot the Throne, 
And Beauty was content to ſhine unknown, | 
Where Love and War by turns Payilions rear, 
And Henry's Bow'rs near Blenheim's Dome appear; 
The weary'd Champion iull i in ſoft Aleoves, 
The nobleſt Boaſt of thy Romantick Groves. 
Oft, if the Muſe preſage, ſhall He be ſeen 
By Roſamonda fleeting o'er the Green, 
In Dreams be hail'd by Heroes“ mighty Shades, 
And hear old Chaucer warble through the Glades, 
O'er the fam'd echoing Vaults his Name ſhall bound, 
And Hill, to * reflect whe fav'rite Sound. 


Here, hand at leaſt * Love * Arms give o'er, 
Nor, one World conquer'd, fondly wiſh for more. 
Vice of great Souls alone! O Thirſt of Fame! 

The Muſe-admires it, while ſhe ſtrives to blame. 
Thy Toils be now to chace the bounding Deer, 
Or view the Courſers ſtretch in wild Carreer ; 


This 
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This 10 beiy Scene ſhall ſooth thy Soul to Reſt, 

And wear each dreadful Image from thy Breaſt: © 
With Pleaſiire, by Thy Conqueſts ſhalt Thou'ſee 
Thy GERN Triumphant, and all Europe free, 
No Cares henceforth ſhall Thy Repoſe deſtroy, 
But what n r we "OR | my wired | 


sweet Solitude! ben Life's gay Houle 2 are paſt; - 
Howe'er we range, in Thee we fix at laſt, 
Toſt through tempeſtuous Seas (the Voyage o'er) 
Palei we look back, and bleſs thy aire "nr | 
Our own ſtrict Judges our paſt Life we ſear,” 
And ask if Glory hath enlarg'd the Span: 
If bright the ProſpeA, we the Grave defie, 3 
Truſt furure 188 Lewy contented _ 1 * 
When Strangers / from far diltant Climes ſhall come, 
To view the Pomp of this Triumphant Dome, 
Where rear'd aloft diſſembled Trophies ſtand, 92 
And breathing Labours of the Sculptor's Hand, 
Where Kneller' s Art ſhall paint the flying Gaul, 
And Bourbon's Woes ſhall fill the ſtory'd Wall; 
Heirs of 'thy Blood ſhall o'er their bounteous Boar 
Fix Europe's Guard, Thy Monumental Sword, 
Banners that oft have wav'd on conquer'd: Walls, 
And Trumps, that drown'd the Groans of gaſpi ping Gauls. 
Fair 
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Fair Dames ſhall oft, with curious Eye, explore 
The caſtly Robes that ſlaughter'd Gen'rals' wore,” * 
Rich Trappings from the Daxube's Whirlpools EF et 
(Heſperian Nuns the gorgeous Broid'ry wrought) 

Belts ſtiff with Gold, the Boian Horſe-man's Pride, 
And Gaule's fair Flow'rs, in humane Crimſon dy'd. 
Of Churchill's Race perhaps ſome lovely Boy 
Shall mark the burniſf'd Steel that hangs: on high, 
Shall gaze tranſported on it's glitt'ring Charms, 
And reach it ſtruggling with unequal Arms, 

By Signs the Drum's tumultuous Sound requeſt, 
Then ſeek, in Starts, the buſhing Mother's Breaſt. 


So, in the Painter's animated Frame, 
Where Mars embraces the ſoft Paphian bst, RR N 


The little Loves in ſport his Fauchion wield,” | 


Or join their Strength to heave his ea obs 8 Shield : 

One ſtrokes the Plume in Tityon's Gore embru'd;; 

And one the Spear, that reeks with Typhon's _— 

Another's Infant Brows the Helme ſuſtain,” 

He AY and nn 1 ge ran. 7 
Thus, the 15 Tempel of "m Field: ne 
Shall whiter Rounds of ſmiling Vears rowl on, 

Our Victors, bleſt in Peace, forget their Wars, 257 


Enjoy paſt Dangers, and abſolve the Stars. | 4 
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But oh! what Sorrows: ſhall bedew your Urns,. 

Ye honour'd Shades, whom widow'd Albion mourns ! 
If your thin Forms yet diſcontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled Manſions, once your own, 
Behold what Flow'rs the pious Muſes firow, 

And Tears, which in the midſt of Triumph flow, 
Cypreſs and Bays your enyy'd Brows ſurround, 


Your Names the tender Matron's Heart thall wound, 
And the ſoft Maid grow penſive at the Sound. X 


. Accept, Great ANNE, the Tears their Mem'ry draws, 
Who nobly periſh'd-in their Soy'raign's Cauſe : 

For Thou. in Pity bid'ſt the War give o'er, 

Mourn'ft thy ſlain Heroes, nor wilt venture more. 

Vaſt Price of Blood on each victorious Day! 

(But Europe's Freedom doth that Price repay.) 

Lamented Triumphs! when one Breath muſt tell 

That Marlbrougb . Dormer fell. 


Great Ouxzu ! whoſe Name Arikes e een | 
On-whoſe juſt Sceptre hangs Europas Scale, [pale, 
Whoſe Arm like Mercy wounds, decides like Fate, 
On wboſe Decree the Nations anxious wait: 

From Alb;on's Cliffs Thy wide-extended Hand 
Shall o'er the Main to far Pera command, 
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80 vaſt a Traft whoſe wide Domain ſhall run. 

It's circling Skies ſhall ſee no ſetting Sun. | 
Thee, Thee an hundred Languages ſhall claim, 
And ſavage Indians ſwear by A NN A's Name, 
The Line and Poles ſhall own thy rightful Sway, 
And thy Commands the ſever d Globe obey. 


Round the vaſt Ball thy new Dominions chain 
The watry Kingdoms, and controul the Main, 1 
Magellan's Straits to Gibraltar they join, " 
The Sight of adverſe Gaule we fear no more, 
But pleas'd ſee Dunkirk, nom a guilleſs Shore; 
In vain great Nep tune tore the narrow Ground, 

And meant his Waters for Britannia's Bound, 
Her Giant Genius takes a mighty Stride, 
And ſets his Foot beyond th' incroaching Tide, . 
On either Bank the Land it's Maſter knows, 
And in the midſt the ſubje& Ocean flows. 


So near proud Rhodes, .acroſs the raging Flood, 
Stupendous Form! the vaſt Coloſſus ſtood, | 
(While at one Foot their thronging Gallies ride, 
A whole Hour's Sail ſcarce reach'd the further Side} 
Betwixt his brazen Thighs, in looſe Array, 
Ten thouſand Streamers on the Billows play. 


By 


— 


Nor Foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite, 
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By Hurley 8 Counſel Dunkirk now 'reſtor'd © 
To Britain's Empire, owns her ancient Lord, 


In him transfus'd his Godlike Father reigns, 


Rich in the Blood which ſwell'd that Patriot's Veins, 


Who boldly faithful met his Sov'reign's Frown, 


And ſcorn'd for Gold to yield th' important Town. 
His Son was born the raviſh'd Prey to claim, 
And France ſtill trembles at an Harisy's Name. 


A Fort ſo dreadful to our Engliſh Shore, 


Our Fleets ſcarce fear'd the Sands or Tempefts more, 


Whoſe vaſt Expences to ſuch Summs amount, 

That the tax'd Gaul ſcarce furniſh'd out th' Account, 
Whoſe: Walls ſuch Bulwarks, ſuch vaſt Tow rs reftrain, 
It's Weakeſt Ramparts a are Ne Decks and Main, $5 


His Boaſt great Lauis yie 


Thy Friendſhip, A NN 4, wich tho W Prize. 
elland repining, and in Grief caſt down, 

Sees the new Glories of the Britiſh Crown: 

Ah! may they ne'er proyoke Thee to the Fight, 


Soon may they hold the Olive, ſoon aſſwage 
Their ſecret Murmurs, nor call forth thy Rage 
To rend their Banks, and pour, at one Command, 
Thy Realm, the Sea, o'er their precarious Land, 


Hence- 


— — _ _—_— —— — 
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Henceforth be T hine, Vice-gerent of the Skies, 45 
Scorn'd Worth to raiſe, and Vice in age 
| To dry the Orphan's Tears, and from the Bar 
Chace the Brib'd Judge, and huſh the wordy War, 

Deny the curſt Blaſphemer's Tongue to rage, 

And turn God's Fury from an impious Age. 
Bleſt Change! the Soldier's late puree fo Hand 
Shall rear new Temples in his native Land, ; 
Miſtaken Zealots ſhall with Fear behold, 

And beg Admittance in our ſacred — ; 

On Her own Works the Pious Quz x * ſhall ſmile, 
And turn her Cares upon her Fay'rite Iſie. 

. $0 the keen Bolt a Warrior Angel aims, 4 | 
Array'd in Clouds, and wrapt'in mantling Flames, 
He bears a Tempeſt on his ſounding Wings, 

And his red Arm the forky Vengeance flings ; 

At length, Heay'n's Wrath appeas'd, he quits the War, 
To rowle his Orb, and guide his deſtin'd' Star, | 

To ſhed kind Fate, and lucky Hours beſtow, | 

And ſmile propitious on the World below. | 


\ 


. Thy Throne ſhall faithful Nobles wait, 
Theſe guard the Church, and thoſe direct che State. 
To Brifol, graceful in maternal Tears, 
The Church her Tow'ry Forehead gently rears, 

1 ip She 


— 
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Defend her. Rights, and re-inforce-her Laws, 
To bend the-Stubborn, and the Meek to win, 


Our Oxford's Earl in careful Thought ſhall ſtand, 
To raiſe. his Qu Ex EN, and ſave a finking Land. 
The wealthieſt Glebe to rav nous Spaniards known 
He marks, and makes the Golden World aur own, 
Content with Hands unſoil'd to guard the Prize, 
And keep the Store with undeſiring Eyes. 


So round che Tree, that bore Heſperian Gold, 
The facred Watch lay curbd in many a Fold, 
His Eyes up-rearing to th* untaſted Prey. : 
The ſleepleſs Guardian waſted Life away. 


Beneath the peaceful Olives, rais'd by Yon, 
Her ancient Pride Thall ev'ry Art renew, | 
(The Arts with You fam'd: Harcourt ſhall defend, 
And courtly Bolinghroke-the Muſe's Friend.) 
Wich piercing Eye ſome fearch where Nature plays, 
And trace che Wanton through her darkſome Maze, 
Whence Health from Herbs; from Seeds how Groves 
How vital Streams in- Orcling Eddies run. [begun 


Sou 
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Some teach why round the Sun the Sphieres advance, CR + 


In the fix'd Meaſures of their myſtic Dance, | 
How Tides, when heay'd. Wannen 0 "erflow; 

And Sun-bora-Iris- paints her mOW˙ry Bow: = | 
In happy Chains our daring Language” bound, 
Shall ſport no more in arbitrary Sound, 
But buskin'd Bards henceforth ſhall wifey rage, | 
And Grecian Plans reform Britannia's Stage 


_ "Till Congreve bids her ſmile, Auguſta ſtands, 


And longs to-weep when flowing Rowe commands. 
Britain's: Spectators Hall tbeir strength combine 

To mend our Morals; and our 'Taſte refine, 

Fight Virtu&s Cauſe, ſtand up in Wit's Defence, 


Vin us from Vice, and laugh us into Senſe. 


Nor, Prior, haſt thou huſſi d the Trump in vain, 
Thy Lyre ſhall now revive her mirthful Strain, 

New Tales ſhall now be told; if right 1 ſee, 

The Soul of Chaucer is reſtor d in Thee. 

Garth, in majeſtick Numbers, to the Stars 

Shall raiſe Mock- Heroes, and fantaſtick Wars; 

Like the young ſpreading Laurel, Pope, thy Name - 
Shoots up with Strength, and riſes into Fame; 
With Philips ſhall the peaceful Vallies ring, 

And Brit ain hear a ſeeond Spenſer fing. 


That much-lov'd Youth; whom Hreobt't Walls coafine, 


To Briſtol's Praiſes ſhall his Strafford's joins 


; \ . » 
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He too, from whom attentive, Oxford draws. 
Rules for juſt Thinking, and Poetick Laws, 
To. growing. Bards. his learned Aid ſhall les dl. 

The ſtricteſt Critick, and the kindeſt Friend. 
Ev'n mine, a_baſhful Muſe, whoſe. rude Ser. 
Cheriſh'd by "ly in 1 may a A 10 
And mine ſurvive with. Briſtol's glorious Name. 


— 


Fir'd with the Views this glitt'ring Scene diſplays, 
And ſmit with Paſſion for- my Country's Praiſe, 
My artleſs Reed attempts this lofty Theme, 1 f 
Where ſacred Iſis rows her ancient Stream 
In Cloyſter'd. Domes the great Philippa's pride, 2 de, | 
Where Learning. blooms, while Farne and Worth pre- 
Where the Fifth Henry Arts and Arms was taught, 
And Edward form'd his Creſſy, yet unfought, 

Where Laurel'd Bards have ſtruck the warbling Strings, 
The Seat of Sages, and the Nurſe of Kings. | 
Here thy. Commands, O Lancaſter, inflame 

My eager Breaſt to raiſe the Britiſh Name, 

Urge on my Soul, with no ignoble Pride, 

To woo the Muſe, whom Addiſon enjoy'd, 

See that bold Swan to Heav'n ſublimely ſoar, n 
Purlye at Diſtance, and his Steps adore. 


AN 
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or THE 


PRO PHECY of NEREDS. 
From Honacs Book I. Ode XV. 


Dicam inf igne, recens,. aides | 
Indictum ore alio. non ſecus in jugis 
Exſomnis ſtupet Fuias © 
Hebrum profpiciens, & nive candidam 
Thracen, ac pede harbaro 


Tuſtratam „ — T | Hor. ; 


-» 


8 Mar his Round one Morning took, 
(Whom ſome call Earl; and: ſome call Duke) 
And his new Brethren of the Blade, 

Shiv'ring with Fear and Froſt, ſurvey'd, 

On Perth's bleak Hills he chane'd to ſpy 

An Aged Wizard ſix Foot high, | 

With briſtled Hair, and Viſage blighted, 1 
Wall-ey'd, bare-haunch'd, and Second - ſighted. 


The grizly Sage in Thought profound 
Beheld the Chief with Back fo Round. 3 14 
Q 6 . 
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Then roll'd his Eye- balls to and fro 
O'er his paternal Hills of Snow, 


And into theſe tremendous Speeches | 
Broke forth the Prophet without + Breeches, 


Into what IIIs l he : 


This Auncient Kingdom do I ſee! 


Her Realms un-peopled and forlorn! 


Wae's me! that ever thou wert born! 
Proud Engliſh Loons (our Clans o'ercome) 


On Seottiſh Pads ſhall amble home; 
I ſee them dreſt in Bonnets blue, 
{The Spoils of thy rebellious an 
J ſee the Target, caft away, 


And chequer'd Plad become their Prey, 
The chequer'd Plad to make a Gown 


For many a Laſs in London Town. 


In yain thy hungry Mountaineers 
Come forth in all their warlike Geers, 


The Shield, the Piſtol, Durk, and Dagger, 


In which they daily wont to ſwagger, 
And oft have fally'd out to pillage 

The Hen-rooſts of ſome peaceful Village, 
Or, while their Neighbours were aſleep, 
Haye carry'd off a Low-land Sheep. 
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What boots thy high-born Hoſt of Beggars, 
Mac-leans, Mas-kenzies, and Mac-gregors, 
With Popiſh Cut-throats, perjur'd Ruffians, 
And -Forſter's Troop of Raggamuffins ?- 


| In vain thy Lads around thee bandy, 
Inftam'd with Bagpipe and with Brandy. 


Doth not bold Sutherland the truſty, 
With Heart ſo true, and Voice ſo ruſty, 
(A loyal Soul) thy Troops affright,. 
While hoarſely he demands the Fight ?- 
Do'ſt thou not gen'rous ay dread, | 

The braveſt Hand, the wiſeſt Head? 


| Undaunted do'ft thou hear th' Alarms 
Of hoary Athole ſheath'd in Arms? 


Douglas, who draws his Lineage down 
From Thanes and Peers of high Renown, 
Fiery, and young, and uncontrol'd, 
With Knights, and Squires, and Barons bold, 55 


(His noble Houſhold-Band) advances, 


And on his Milk-white Courſer prances. 

Thee Forfar to the Combat dares, . 

Grown ſwarthy in Tberian Wars: 

And Monroe kindled into Rage 

_ rly defies thee to engage; | 
Wa He'll 
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He'll rout thy Foot, though ne*er ſo many, 
And Horſe to boot-— if thou had'ſt any, 


But ſee Argyle, with watchful Eyes, 
Lodg'd in his deep Intrenchment lies! 
Couch'd like a Lion in thy way, | 
He waits to ſpring upon his Prey; 
While like a Herd of tim'rous Deer 
Thy Army ſhakes and pants with Fear, 
Led, by their doughty Gen'ral's Skill, 
From Frith to Frith, from Hill to Hill, | 


Is thus thy haughty Promiſe pay'd ; 
That to the Chevalier was made, 
When thou didſt Oaths and Duty barter, 
For Dukedom, Gen'ralſhip, and Garter ? 
Three Moons thy Jemmy ſhall command, 
With Highland Scepter in his Hand, 
Too good for his Pretended Birth. 
—— Then down ſhall fall the King of Perth, 


'Tis fo decreed : for GEORGE ſhall Reign, 
And Traitors be forſworn in vain. 
Heav'n ſhall for ever on him ſmile, 


And bleſs him ſtill with an Argyle. i" 
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While Thou, purſiwd £ vengeful Foes, 
Condemn'd to barren Rocks and Snows, 
And hinder'd paſſing Inverlocky, 
halt burn thy Clan, and curſe poor 7 


1 0 
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O0 Wurrrox's Shades, and Hounſlow's airy 

| Plain, : | ; . | 

Thou, KNELLER, tak'ſt thy Summer Flights in yain | | 
In vain thy Wiſh gives all thy rural Hours | 
To the fair Villa, and well-order'd Bowers; . f 
To court thy Pencil, early at thy Gates 
Ambition knocks, and fleeting Beauty waits; 
The boaſtful Muſe, of others' Fame fo ſure, 
Implores thy Aid to make her own ſecure; 
The Great, the Fair, and (if ought nobler be, 
Ought more beloy'd) the Arts ſolicite Thee. 

5 "+: How 
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How can'ſt Thou hope to fly the World? in yain 
From Europe ſever'd by the circling Main, 
Sought by the Kings of every diftant Land, 

And eyery Hero, worthy of thy Hand. 

Ha'ſt thou forgot, that mighty Bourbon fear'd 
He till was Mortal, till thy Draught appear'd * 
That Coſmo choſe thy glowing form to place 
Amidſt his Maſters of the Lombard race: 

See on her Titian's and her Guido's urns, 

Her failing Arts forlorn Heſperia mourns, 

While Britain wins each garland from her brow, 
Her Wit and Freedom firſt, her Painting now. 


Let the faint Copier, on old Tyber's ſhore | 
{Nor mean the task) each breathing Buſt explore, 
Line after line- with painful patience trace, 

This Roman Grandeur, tfiat Athenian Grace; 

Vain care of Parts! #, impotent of ſoul, 

Th' induſtrious workman fails to warm the Whole, 
Each theft betrays the Marble whence it came, 
And a cold Statue ſtiffens in the frame. 
Thee Nature taught, nor Art her aid deny'd, ; 
(The kindeſt Miſtreſs, and the ſureſt Guide) 

To catch a Likeneſs at one piercing ſight, 
And place the faireſt in the faireſt light 


E'er 
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E' er yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils, 
or on thy Palette lie che blended Oils, 
Thy careleſs Chalk has half atchiey'd * ary r | 
_ her juſt Image makes clara „ 


A Mind, 4 graſps the hots, is rarely found + 
Half-learn'd, half- painters, and half-wits abound: 
Few, like thy Genius, at Proportion aim, 

All great, all graceful, and throughout the ſame. 


Such be thy Life. O, ſince the glorious Rage, 5 | 
That fir'd thy Youth, flames unſubdu'd by Age, | 
Though Wealth nor Fame now touch thy ſated Mind | 

Still tinge the Canvas, bounteous to Mankind, 
Since after Thee may rife an impious Line, 
Coarſe Manglers of the human face. divine, 
Paint on, *till Fate diſſolve thy mortal part, 
And live and die the Monarch of thy Art. 


FOETTCAE 


| 4s OD E en His | 
MAJESTY ETA N 


Tum mee (| quid leer audiendum) 

Poris accedet bona pars: & 0 Sol” 

Pulcher;, 0 likidande, canam e 
Ca ſare * 


Hor. Od. 2. lib. 4;. 
- x. | = 
i attend the Ship chat brings 
The Greateſt, Wiſeſt, Beſt of Kings; = 
Conduct Her, Heay' n, adroſs the Deep. 
Lay the unruly Wiuds aſleep, 
Command the bluſt'ring Storms to ceaſe, 5 
And Will the Elements to- Deace, 
II. 
O Happy Nation! People bleſy'd!- p. 
Late moſt unhappy! moſt diſtreſs' d! 
Forget thy Fears, forgive thy Wrongs; 
In willing, loyal 6 joyful Throngs 
Meet the Preventer of thy Fate, 
Meet the Redeemer of thy State. 
| 2M. +. 
With pious Tears, and Grief confeſs'd, 
BELGIA reſigns the Royal Guelt : 
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Her pious Teats our Joys increaſe, 7 
Her Grief beſpeaks our Happineſs; 
And Shouts, which echo from her ew; 


Say BELGIA's Wants are ITT Beal. "HY 


Fo OTH: 

Diſpell'd be our unquiet Fears; | 
For, ſee, at length Great GEORGE appears 
The glad, exulting Crowd ſurveys 
The Pride of BRITAIN; EURoOPE's Praiſes 
The Prince by bounteous Heay'n deſign'd 
The common Patron of Mankind, 

/ V. 
Indulgent Father of our Iſle, 


Monarch of our Affections, Hail! 


With bloodleſs, unbought Lawrels crown'd, 

Welcome once more on Engliſh: Ground; 

To subjects Welcome, Bleſs d, and Free, 

ProteQed, reſcu'd, fay'd by Thee. 
e 

Ye Pow'rs Divine! whoſe righteous Sway 

All Sublunary Things obey! 

Accept our Thanks for GEORGE reſtor'd, 

BRITANNIA's greateſt, beſt-lov'd Lord, 

Whoſe Glory is His People's Eaſe, 

Juſtice His Throne, His Scepter Peace. 


VII. con- 
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n VII. | | 
Continue ill, Kind Heav'n, to bleſs 
His Arms and Councils with Succeſs: : 
His Perſon guard; prolong His Reign, 
Our Legal Freedom to maintain ; 


Invading Tyrants to oppoſe; 
And cruſh the ** of Home-bied Foes, | 
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